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The Experiences of Love day Brooke, 
Lady Detective. 

By C..L. PIRKIS , Author of “ Lady Lovelace c^c. 

- ^ - 

/I PRINCESS'S VENGEANCE . 


HE girl is young, pretty, friend¬ 
less and a foreigner, you say, 
and has disappeared as com¬ 
pletely as if the earth had opened to 
receive her,” said Miss Brooke, making a 
resum6 of the facts that Mr. Dyer had 
been relating to her. “ Now, will you tell 
me why two days were allowed to elapse 
before the police were communicated 
with ? ” 

“ Mrs. Driice, the lady to whom Lucie 
Cunier acted as amanuensis,” answered 
Mr. Dyer, “ took the matter very calmly 
at first and said she felt sure that the 
girl would write to her in a day or so, 
explaining her extraordinary conduct. 
Major Druce, her son, the gentleman who 
came to me this morning, was away from 
home, on a visit, when the girl took 
flight. Immediately on his return, how¬ 
ever, he communicated the fullest parti¬ 
culars to the police.” 

“ They do not seem to have taken up 
the case very heartily at Scotland Yard.” 

“ No, they have as good as dropped it. 
They advised Major Druce to place the 
matter in my hands, saying that they 
considered it a case for private rather 
than police investigation.” 

“ I wonder what made them come to 
that conclusion.” 

14 I think I can tell you, although the 
Major seemed quite at a loss on the 
matter. It seems he had a photograph 
of the missing girl, which he kept in a 
drawer of his writing-table. (By-the-way, 
I think the young man is a good deal 
‘ gone * on this Mdlle. Cunier, in spite of 
his engagement to another lady.) Well, 
this portrait he naturally thought would 
be most useful in helping to trace the 
giil, and he went to his drawer for it, 


intending to take it with him to Scotland 
Yard. To his astonishment, however, it 
was nowhere to be seen, and, although he 
at once instituted a rigorous search, 
and questioned his mother and the 
servants, one and all, on the matter, it 
was all to no purpose.” 

Loveday thought for a moment. 

“ Well, of course,” she said presently 
“ that photograph must have been stolen 
by someone in the house, and, equally of 
course, that someone must know more on 
the matter than he or she cares to avow, 
and, most probably, has some interest in 
throwing obstacles in the way of tracing 
the girl. At the same time, however, the 
fact in no way disproves the possibility 
that a crime, and a very black one, may 
underlie the girl’s disappearance.” 

“ The Major himself appears confident 
that a crime of some sort has been com¬ 
mitted, and he grew very excited and a 
little mixed in his statements more than 
once just now. ” 

“ What sort of woman is the Major's 
mother ? ” 

“ Mrs. Druce ? She is rather a well- 
known personage in certain sets. Her 
husband died about ten years ago, and 
since his death she has posed as promoter 
and propagandist of all sorts of benevo¬ 
lent, though occasionally somewhat 
visionary ideas: theatrical missions, 
magic-lantern and playing cards missions, 
societies for providing perpetual music for 
the sick poor, for supplying c* hmen with 
comforters, and a hundred other similar 
schemes have in turn occupied her atten¬ 
tion. Her house is a rendezvous for 
faddists of every description. The latest 
fad, however, seems to have put all 
others to flight; it is a scheme for alleviat- 
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ing the condition of ‘ our sis¬ 
ters in the East,’ so she puts 
it in her prospectus; in other 
words a Harem Mission on 
somewhat similar, but I sup¬ 
pose broader lines than the 
old-fashioned Zenana Mis¬ 
sion. This Harem Mission 
has gathered about her a 
number of Turkish and 
Egyptian potentates resi¬ 
dent in or visiting London, 
and has thus incidentally 
brought about the engage¬ 
ment of her son, Major 
Druce, with the Princess 
Dullah-Veih. This Princess 
is a beauty and an heiress, 
and although of Turkish 
parentage, has been brought 
up under European influ¬ 
ence in Cairo.” 

“ Is anything known of 
the antecedents of Mdlle. 

Cunier ? ” 

“ Very little. She came 
to Mrs. Druce from a cer¬ 
tain Lady Gwynne, who 
had brought her to Eng¬ 
land from an orphanage for 
the daughters of jewellers and watch¬ 
makers at Echallets, in Geneva. Lady 
Gwynne intended to make her governess 
to her young children, but when she saw 
that the girl’s good looks had attracted 
her husband’s attention, she thought 
better of it, and suggested to Mrs. Druce 
that Mademoiselle might be useful to her 
in conducting her foreign correspondence. 
Mrs. Druce accordingly engaged the 
young lady to act as her secretary and 
amanuensis, and appears, on the whole, 
to have taken to the girl, and to have 
been on a pleasant, friendly footing with 
her. I wonder if the Princess Dullah- 
Veih was on an equally pleasant footing 
with her when she saw, as no doubt she did, 
the attention she received at the Major's 
hands.” (Mr. Dyer shrugged his shoulders.) 
“The Major's suspicions do not point 
in that direction, in spite of the fact 
which I elicited from him by judicious 
questioning, that the Princess has a vio¬ 
lent and jealous temper, and has at times 
made his life a burden to him. His sus¬ 
picions centre solely upon a certain 
Hafiz Cassimi, son of the Turkish- 
Egyptian banker of that name. It was 
at the house of these Cassimis that the 


Major first met the Princess, 
and he states that she and 
young Cassimi are like bro¬ 
ther and sister to each other. 
I Ie says that this young man 
has had the run of his mo¬ 
ther’s house and made him¬ 
self very much at home in it 
for the past three weeks,ever 
since, in fact, the Princess 
came to stay with Mrs. 
Druce, in order to be initi¬ 
ated into the mysteries of 
English family life. Hafiz 
Cassimi, according to the 
Major’s account, fell desper¬ 
ately in love with the little 
Swiss girl almost at first 
sight and pestered her with 
his attentions, and off and 
on there appear to have 
passed hot words between 
the two young men.” 

“ One could scarcely ex¬ 
pect a princess with East¬ 
ern blood in her veins to sit 
a quiet and passive specta¬ 
tor to such a drama of cross¬ 
purposes.” 

“Scarcely. The Major, 
perhaps, hardly takes the Princess suffici¬ 
ently into his reckoning. According to 
him, young Cassimi is a thorough-going 
Iago, and he begs me to concentrate atten¬ 
tion entirely on him. Cassimi, he says, has 
stolen the photograph. Cassimi has in¬ 
veigled the girl out of the house on some 
pretext—perhaps out of the country also, 
and he suggests that it might be as well 
to communicate with the police at Cairo, 
with as little delay as possible.” 

“ And it hasn’t so much as entered his 
mind that his Princess might have a 
hand in such a plot as that!” 

“ Apparently not. I think I told you 
that Mademoiselle had taken no luggage— 
not so much as a hand-big—with her. 
Nothing, beyond her coat and hat, has 
disappeared from her wardrobe. Her 
writing-desk, and, in fact, all her boxes 
and drawers, have been opened and 
searched, but no letters or papers of any 
sort have been found that throw any 
light upon her movements.” 

“ At what hour in the day is the girl 
supposed to have left the house? ” 

“No one can say for certain. It is con¬ 
jectured that it was some time in the 
afternoon of the second of this month—a 
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week ago to-day. It was one of Mrs. 
Druce’s big reception days, and with a 
stream of people going and coming, a 
young lady, more or less, leaving the 
house would scarcely be noticed.” 

“ I suppose,” said Loveday, after a 
moment’s pause, “this Princess Dullah- 
Veih has something of a history. One 
does not often get a Turkish princess in 
London." 

“Yes, she has a history. She is only 
remotely connected with the present 
reigning dynasty in Turkey, and I dare 
say her princess-ship has been made the 
most of. All the same, however, she has 
had an altogether exceptional career for 
an Oriental lady. She was left an orphan 
at an early age, and was consigned to the 
guardianship of the elder Cassimi by her 
relatives. The Cassimis, both father and 
son, seem to be very advanced and Euro¬ 
pean in their ideas, and by them she was 
taken to Cairo for her education. About 
a year ago they ‘ brought her out ’ in 
London, where she made the acquaint¬ 
ance of Major Druce. The young man, 
by-the-way, appears to be 
rather hot-headed in his 
love-making, for within 
six weeks of his introduc¬ 
tion to her their engage¬ 
ment was announced. No 
doubt it had Mrs. Druce’s 
fullest approval, for know¬ 
ing her son’s extravagant 
habits and his numerous 
debts, it must have been 
patent to her that a rich 
wife was a necessity to 
him. The marriage, I 
believe,was to have taken 
place this season; but 
taking into consideration 
the young man’s ill-ad¬ 
vised attentions to the 
little Swiss girl, and the 
fervour he is throwing 
into the search for her, I 
should say it was exceed¬ 
ingly doubtful whether 

“ Major Druce, sir, 
wishes to see you,” said 
a clerk at that moment, 
opening the door leading 
from the outer office. 

“Very good; show him 
in,” said Mr. Dyer. Then 
he turned to Loveday. 


“ Of course I have spcken to him about 
you, and he is very anxious to take you 
to his mother’s reception this afternoon, 
so that you may have a look round 
and-" 

He broke off, having to rise and greet 
Major Druce, who at that moment en¬ 
tered the room. 

He was a tall, handsome young fellow 
of about seven or eight and twenty, 
“ well turned out ” from head to foot, 
moustache waxed, orchid in button-hole, 
light kid gloves, and patent leather boots. 
There was assuredly nothing in his appear¬ 
ance to substantiate his statement to Mr. 
Dyer that he “hadn’t slept a wink all 
night, that in fact another twenty-four 
hours of this terrible suspense would send 
him into his grave.” 

Mr. Dyer introduced Miss Brooke, and 
she expressed her sympathy with him on 
the painful matter that was filling his 
thoughts. 

“ It is very good of you, I’m sure,” he 
replied, in a slow, soft drawl, not unplea¬ 
sant to listen to. “ My mother receives 
this afternoon from half past four 
to half past six, and I shall be very 
glad if you will allow me to intro¬ 
duce you to the inside of our house, 
and to the very ill-looking set that 
we have somehow managed to 
gather about us.” 

“ The ill-looking set ?” 

“ Yes; Jews, Turks, heretics and 
infidels—all there. And 
they’re on the increase 
too, that’s the worst of it. 
Every week a fresh im¬ 
portation from Cairo.” 

“ Ah, Mrs. Druce is a 
large-hearted, benevolent 
woman," interposed Mr. 
Dyer ; “ all nationalities 
gather within her walls.” 

“Was your mother a 
large-hearted, benevolent 
woman ? ” said the young 
man, turning upon him. 
“No! well then, thank 
Providence that she 
, wasn’t; and admit that 
; you know nothing at all 
' on the matter. Miss 
Brooke,” he continued, 
turning to Loveday, “ I’ve 
brought round my han¬ 
som for you; it’s nearly 
half past four now, and 
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it's a good twenty minutes' drive from here 
to Portland Place. If you’re ready, I'm at 
your service.” 

Major Druce's hansom was, like him¬ 
self, in all respects “well turned out,” and 
the indiarubber tires round its wheels 
allowed an easy flow of conversation to be 
kept up during the twenty minutes’ drive 
from Lynch Court to Portland Place. 

The Major led off the talk in frank and 
easy fashion. 

“ My mother,” he said, “prides her 
self on being cosmopolitan in her tastes, 
and just now we are very cosmopolitan 
indeed. Even our servants represent 
divers nationalities : the butler is French, 
the two footmen Italians, the maids, I 
believe, are some of them German, some 
Irish; and I've no doubt if you penetrated 
to the kitchen-quarters, you’d find the 
staff there composed in part of Scandi¬ 
navians, in part of South Sea Islanders. 
The other quarters of the globe you will 
find fully represented in the drawing¬ 
room.’’ 

Loveday had a direct question to ask. 

“ Are you certain that Mdlle. Cunier 
had no friends in England ? ” she said. 

“Positive. She hadn’t a friend in the 
world outside my mother’s four walls, 
poor child! She told me more than once 
that she was ‘ seule sur la terre.’ ” He 
broke off for a moment, as if overcome 
by a sad memory, then added : “ But I’ll 
put a bullet into him, take my word for 
it, if she isn’t found within another twenty- 
four hours. Personally I should prefer 
settling the brute in that fashion to hand¬ 
ing him over to the police.” 

His face flushed a deep red, there came 
a sudden flash to his eye, but for all that, 
his voice was as soft and slow and un¬ 
emotional, as though he were talking of 
nothing more serious than bringing down 
a partridge. 

There fell a brief pause; then Loveday 
asked another question. 

“ Is Mademoiselle Catholic or Protest¬ 
ant, can you tell me ? ” 

The Major thought for a moment, then 
replied: 

“ 'Pon my word, I don’t know. She 
used sometimes to attend a little church 
in South Savile Street—I’ve walked with 
her occasionally to the church door—but 
I couldn't for the life of me say whether 
it was a Catholic, Protestant, or Pagan 
place of worship. But—but you don’t 
think those confounded priests have-” 


“ Here, we are in Portland place,” in¬ 
terrupted Loveday. “ Mrs. Druce's rooms 
are already full, to judge from that long 
line of carriages ! ” 

“ Miss Brooke,” said the Major sud¬ 
denly, bethinking himself of his responsi¬ 
bilities, “ how am I to introduce you ? 
what role will you take up this afternoon ? 
Pose as a faddist of some sort, if you want 
to win my mother's heart. What do you 
say to having started a grand scheme for 
supplying Hottentots and Kaffirs with 
eye-glasses ? My mother would swear 
eternal friendship with you at once.’’ 

“ Don’t introduce me at all at first,” 
answered Loveday. “Get me into some 
quiet corner, where I can see without 
being seen. Later on in the afternoon, 
when I have had time to look round a 
little, I’ll tell you whether it will Be 
necessary to introduce me or not.” 

“ It will be a mob this afternoon, and 
no mistake,” said Major Druce, as, side by 
side, they entered the house. “ Do you 
hear that fizzing and clucking just behind 
us ? That’s Arabic; you’ll get it in 
whiffs between gusts of French and Ger¬ 
man all the afternoon. The Egyptian 
contingent seems to be in full force to- 
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day. I don't see any Choctaw Indians, 
but no doubt they’ll send their represent¬ 
atives later ori. Come in at this side 
door, and we’ll work our way round to 
that big palm. My mother is sure to be 
at the principal doorway.” 

The drawing rooms were packed from 
end to end, and Major Druce’s progress, 
as he headed Loveday through the crowd, 
was impeded by hand-shaking and the 
interchange of civilities with his mother’s 
guests. 

Eventually the big palm standing in a 
Chinese cistern was 
reached, and there, 
half screened from 
view by its graceful 
branches, he placed 
a chair for Miss 
Brooke. 

From this quiet 
nook, as now and 
again the crowd 
parted, Loveday 
could command a 
fair view of both 
drawing-rooms. 

“Don’t attract at¬ 
tention to me by 
standing at my el¬ 
bow,” she whispered 
to the Major. 

He answered her 
whisper with an¬ 
other. 

“There’s the 
Beast—I ago, I 
mean,” he said; “do 
you see him ? He’s 
standing talking to 
that fair, handsome 
woman in pale 
green, with a picture 
hat. She’s Lady 
Gwynne. And 
there’s my mother, and there’s Dolly —the 
Princess I mean—alone on the sofa. Ah ! 
you can’t see her now’ for the crowd. Yes, 
I’ll go, but if you want me, just nod to me 
and 1 shall understand.** 

It was easy to see what had brought 
such a fashionable crowd to Mrs. Druce’s 
rooms that afternoon. Every caller, as 
soon as she had shaken hands with the 
hostess, passed on to the Princess's sofa, 
and there waited patiently till opportunity 
presented itself for an introduction to her 
Eastern Highness. 

Loveday found it impossible to get 


more than the merest glimpse of her, and 
so transferred her attention to Mr. Hafiz 
Cassimi, who had been referred to in 
such unceremonious language by Major 
Druce. 

He was a swarthy, well-featured man, 
with bold, black eyes, and lips that had 
the habit of parting now and again, not 
to smile, but as if for no other purpose 
than to show a double row of gleaming 
white teeth. The European dress he 
wore seemed to accord ill with the man; 
and Loveday could fancy that those 
black eyes and that 
double row of white 
teeth would have 
shown to better ad¬ 
vantage beneath a 
turban or a.fez cap. 

From Cassimi, her 
eye wandered to 
Mrs. Druce—a tall, 
stout woman,dressed 
in black velvet, and 
with hair mounted 
high on her head, 
that had the ap¬ 
pearance of being 
either bleached or 
powdered. She gave 
Loveday the impres¬ 
sion of being that 
essentially modern 
product of modern 
society—the woman 
who combines in one 
person the hard¬ 
working philanthro¬ 
pist with the hard¬ 
working woman of 
fashion. As arrivals 
began to slacken, 
she left her post 
near the door and 
began to make the 
round of the room. From snatches of 
talk that came to her where she sat, Love¬ 
day could gather that with one hand, as 
it were, this energetic lady was organizing 
a grand charity concert, and with the 
other pushing the interests of a big ball 
that was shortly to be given by the offi¬ 
cers of her son’s regiment. 

It was a hot June day. In spite of 
closed blinds and open windows, the 
rooms were stifling to a degree. The 
butler, a small, dark, slight Frenchman, 
made his way through the throng to a 
window at Loveday’s right hagd, to see if 
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a little more.air could be ad¬ 
mitted. 

Major Druce followed on 
his heels to Loveday’s side. 

“ Will you come into the 
next room and have some 
tea ? ” he asked ; “I’m sure 
you must feel nearly suffoca¬ 
ted here.” He broke off, then 
added in a lower tone: “ I 
hope you have kept your eyes 
on the Beast. Did you ever 
in your life see a more repul¬ 
sive-looking animal ? ” 

Loveday took his questions 
in their order. 

“ No tea, thank you,” she 
said, “ but I shall be glad if 
you will tell your butler to 
bring me a glass of water— 
there he is, at your elbow. 

Yes, off and on I have been 
studying Mr. Cassimi, and I 
must admit I do not like his 
smileless smile.” 

The butler brought the 
water. The Major, much to • ms. 

his annoyance, was seized 
upon simultaneously by two ladies, one 
eager to know if any tidings had been 
received of Mdlle. Eunier, the other 
anxious to learn if a distinguished president 
to the Harem Mission had been decided 
upon. 

Soon after six the rooms began to thin 
somewhat, and presentations to the Prin¬ 
cess ceasing, Loveday was able to get a 
full view of her. 

She presented a striking picture, seated, 
half-reclining, on a sofa, with two white- 
robed, dark-skinned Egyptian maidens 
standing behind it. A more unfortunate 
sobriquet than ,f Dolly ” could scarcely 
have been found by the Major for this 
Oriental beauty, with her olive complexion, 
her flashing eyes and extravagant richness 
of attire. 

“ ‘ Queen of Sheba ’ would be far more 
appropriate,” thought Loveday. “ She 
turns the commonplace sofa into a 
throne, and, I should say, makes every 
one of those ladies feel as if she ought to 
have donned court dress and plumes for 
the occasion.” 

It was difficult for her, from where she 
sat, to follow the details of the Princess's 
dress. She could only see that a quantity 
of soft orange-tinted silk was wound 
about the upper part of her arms and fell 



from her shoulders like droop¬ 
ing wings, and that here and 
there jewels flashed out from * 
its folds. Her thick black hair 
was loosely knotted, and kept 
in its place by jewelled pins 
and a bandeau of pearls; and 
similar bandeaus adorned her 
slender throat and wrists. 

“Are you lost in admira¬ 
tion ? ” said the Major, once 
more at her elbow, in a slight¬ 
ly sarcastic tone. “That sort 
of thing is very taking and 
effective at first, but after a 
time-” 

He did not finish his sen¬ 
tence, shrugged his shoulders 
and walked away. Half-past 
six chimed from a small clock 
on a bracket. Carriage after 
carriage was rolling away 
from the door now, and pro¬ 
gress on the stairs was ren¬ 
dered difficult by a descend¬ 
ing crowd. 

A quarter to seven struck, 
the last hand-shaking had 
been gone through, and Mrs. Druce, look¬ 
ing hot and tired, had sunk into a chair at 
the Princess’s right hand, bending slightly 
forward to render conversation with her 
easy. 

On the Princess’s left hand, Lady 
Gwynne had taken a chair, and sat in 
converse with Hafiz Cassimi, who stood 
beside her. 

Evidently these four were on Very easy 
and intimate terms with each other. 
Lady Gwynne had tossed her big pic¬ 
ture hat on a chair at her left hand, and 
was fanning herself with a palm-leaf. 
Mrs. Druce, beckoning to the butler, de¬ 
sired him to bring them some claret-cup 
from the refreshment-room. 

No one seemed to observe Loveday 
seated still in her nook beside the big 
palm. 

She signalled to the Major, who stood 
looking discontentedly from one of the 
windows. 

“ That is a most interesting group,” she 
said ; “ now, if you like, you may introduce 
me to your mother." 

“ Oh, with pleasure — under what 
name ? ” he asked. 

“ Under my own,” she answered, “ and 
please be very distinct in pronouncing it, 
raise your voice slightly so that everyone 
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of those persons may hear it. And then, 
please add my profession, and say I am 
‘ here at your request to investigate the 
circumstances connected with Mdlle. 
Cunier’s disappearance.” 

Major Druce looked astounded. 

“ But—but,” he stammered, “ ha\te you 
: een anything—found out anything? If 
not, don't you think it will be better to 
preserve your incognita a little longer.” 

“ Don’t stop to ask questions,” said 
Loveday sharply ; “ now, this very fninute, 
do what I ask you, or the opportunity 
will be gone.” 

The Major without further demur, es¬ 
corted Loveday across the room.' The 
conversation between the four intimate 
friends had now become general and 
animated, and he had to wait for a minute 
or so before he could get an opportunity to 
speak to his mother. 

During that minute Loveday stood a 
little in his rear, with Lady Gwynne and 
Cassimi at her right hand. 

I want to introduce this lady to you,” 
said the Major, when a pause in the talk 
gave him his opportunity. “ This is Miss 
Loveday Brooke, a lady detective, and 
she is here at my request to investigate 
the circumstances connected with the dis¬ 
appearance of Mdlle. Cunier.” 

He said the words slowly 
and distinctly. 

“ There ! ” he said to him¬ 
self complacently, as he ended; 

“ if I had been reading the les¬ 
sons in church, I couldn’t have 
been mori emphatic.” 

A blank silence for a 
ment fell upon the group, and 
even the butler, just then enter¬ 
ing with the claret-cup, came 
to a standstill at the door. 

Then, simultaneously, a 
glance flashed from Mrs. Druce 
to Lady Gwynne, from Lady 
Gwynne to Mrs. Druce, and 
then, also simultaneously, the 
eyes of both ladies rested, 
though only for an instant, on 
the big picture hat lying on 
the chair. 

Lady Gwynne started to her 
feet and seized her hat, adjust¬ 
ing it wdthout so much as a 
glance at a mirror. 

“ 1 must go at once ; this 
very minute,” she said. “ I 
promised Charlie I would be 


back soon after six, and now it is past 
seven. Mr. Cassimi, will you take me 
down to my carriage ? ” And with the 
most hurried of leave-takings to the 
Princess and her hostess, the lady swept 
out of the room, followed by Mr. Cassimi. 

The butler still standing at the door, 
drew back to allow the lady to pass, and 
then, claret-cup and all, followed her out 
of the room. 

Mrs. Druce drew a long breath and 
bowed formally to Loveday. 

“I was a little taken by surprise,” she 
began- 

But here the Princess rose suddenly 
from the sofa. 

“ Moi, je suis fatiguee,” she said in ex¬ 
cellent French to Mrs. Druce, and she too 
swept out of the room, throwing, as she 
passed, what seemed to Loveday a slightly 
scornful glance towards the Major. 

Her two attendants, one carrying her 
fan, and the other her reclining cushions, 
followed. 

Mrs. Druce again turned to Loveday. 

“ Yes, I confess I was taken a little by 
surprise,” she said, her manner thawing 
slightly. “ I am not accustomed to the 
presence of detectives in my house ; but 
now tell me what do you propose doing ; 

how do^'ou mean to begin your 
investigations—by going over 
the house and looking in all 
the corners,, or by cross-ques¬ 
tioning the servants ? Forgive 
my asking, but really I am 
quite at a loss; I haven’t the 
remotest idea how such inves¬ 
tigations are generally con¬ 
ducted.” 

“I do not propose to do 
much in the.way of investiga¬ 
tion to-night,” answered Love¬ 
day as formally as she had 
been addressed, “ for I have 
very important business to 
transact before eight o’clock 
this evening. I shall ask you 
to allow me to see Mdlle. Cu¬ 
nier’s room—ten minutes there 
will be sufficient—after that, 
I do not think I need further 
trouble you.” 

“ Certainly ; by all means,” 
answered Mrs. Druce; “you’ll 
find the room exactly as Lucie 
left it, nothing has been dis¬ 
turbed." 

She turned to the butler, 
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v'ho had by this time returned and stood 
presenting the claret-cup, and, in French, 
desired him to summon her maid, and tell 
her to show Miss Brooke to Mdlle. Cu- 
nier’s room. 

The ten minutes that Loveday had 
said would suffice for her survey of this 
room extended themselves to fifteen, but 
the extra five minutes assuredly were not 
expended by her in the investigation 
of drawers and boxes. The maid, a 
pleasant, well-spoken young woman, jingled 
her keys, and opened every lock, and 
seemed not at all disinclined to enter into 


the light gossip that Loveday contrived to 
set going. 

She answered freely a variety of ques¬ 
tions that Loveday put to her respecting 
Mademoiselle and her general habits, and 
from Mademoiselle, the talk drifted to 
other members of Mrs. Druce’s house¬ 
hold. 

If Loveday had, as she had stated, im¬ 
portant business to transact that evening, 
she certainly set about it in a strange 
fashion. 

After she quitted Mademoiselle’s room, 
she went straight out of the house, without 
leaving a message of any sort for either 


Mrs. or Major Druce. She walked the 
length of Portland Place in leisurely 
fashion, and then, having first ascertained 
that her movements were not being 
watched, she called a hansom, and 
desired the man to drive her to Madame 
Celine's, a fashionable milliner's in Old 
Bond Street. 

At Madame Ce'line’s she spent close 
upon half-an-hour, giving many and mi¬ 
nute directions for the making of a hat, 
which assuredly, when finished, would 
compare with nothing in the way of mil¬ 
linery that she had ever before put upon 
her head. 

From Madame Celine’s the han¬ 
som conveyed her to an under¬ 
taker’s shop, at the corner of South 
Savile Street, and here she spent a 
brief ten minutes in conversation 
with the undertaker himself in his 
little back parlour. 

From the undertaker’s she drove 
home to her rooms in Gower 
Street, and then, before she di¬ 
vested herself of hat and coat, she 
wrote a brief note to Major Druce, 
requesting him to meet her on the 
following morning at Eglace’s, the 
confectioner's, in South Savile 
Street, at nine o’clock punctually. 

This note she committed to the 
charge of the cab-driver, desiring 
him to deliver it at Portland Place 
his way back to his stand. 

“ They’ve queer ways of doing 
things—these, people ! ” said the 
Major, as he opened and read the 
note. “ Suppose I must keep the 
appointment though, confound it. 
I can’t see that she can possibly 
have found out anything by just 
sitting still in a corner for a couple 
of hours! And I’m confident she 
didn’t give that beast Cassimi one quarter 
the attention she bestowed on other 
people.'’ 

In spite of his grumbling, however, the 
Major kept his appointment, and nine 
o'clock the next morning saw him shaking 
hands with Miss Brooke on Eglace's door¬ 
step. 

“ Dismiss your hansom,” she said to 
him. “ I only want you to come a few 
doors down the street, to the French Pro¬ 
testant church, to which you have some¬ 
times escorted Mdlle. Cunier.” 

At the church door Loveday paused a 
moment. 



THE EXPERIENCES OF LOVEDAY BROOKE. 


“ Before we enter, 1 ’ she said, “ I want 
you to promise that whatever you may 
see going on there—however greatly you 
may be surprised—you will make no dis¬ 
turbance, not so much as open your lips 
till we come out.” 

The Major, not a little bewildered, gave 
the required promise ; and, side by side, 
the two entered the church. 

It was little more than a big room ; at 
the farther end, in the middle of the 
nave, stood the pulpit, and immediately 
behind this was a low platform, enclosed 
by a brass rail. 

Behind this brass rail, in black Geneva 
gown, stood the pastor of the church, 
and before him, on cushions, kneeled two 
persons, a man and a woman. 

These two persons and an old man, the 
verger, formed the whole of the congre¬ 
gation. The position of the church, amid 
shops and narrow back-yards, had neces¬ 
sitated the filling in of every one of its 
windows with stained glass ; it was, con¬ 
sequently, so dim that, coming in from 
the outside glare of sunlight, the Major 
found it difficult to make out what was 
going on at the farther end. 

The verger came forward and offered 
to show them to a seat. Loveday shook 
her head—they would be leaving in a 
minute, she said, and would prefer stand¬ 
ing where they were. 

The Major began to take in the situa- 

“ Why they're being married ! ” he said 
in a loud whisper. “ What on earth have 
you brought me in here for ? ’’ 

Loveday laid her finger on her lips and 
frowned severely at him. 

The marriage service came to an end, 
the pastor extended his black-gowned 
arms like the wings of a bat and pro¬ 
nounced the benediction ; the man and 
woman rose from their knees and pro¬ 
ceeded to follow him into the vestry. 

The woman was neatly dressed in a 
long dove-coloured travelling cloak. She 
wore a large hat, from which fell a white 
gossamer veil that completely hid her 
face from view. The man was small, 
dark and slight, and as he passed on to 
the vestry beside his bride, the Major at 
once identified him as his mother’s butler. 

“ Why, that’s Lebrun !” he said in a 
still louder whisper than before. “ Why, 
in the name of all that’s wonderful, have 
you brought me here to see that fellow 
married ? ” 
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“ You’d better come outside if you 
can’t keep quiet,” said Loveday severely, 
and leading the way out of the church as 
she spoke. 

Outside, South Savile Street was busy 
with early morning traffic. 

“ Let us go back to Eglace”s,” said 
Loveday, “ and have some coffee. I will 
explain to you there all you are wishing to 
know.” 

But before the coffee could be brought 



to them, the Major had asked at least a 
dozen questions. 

Loveday put them all on one side. 

“All in good time” she said. “You 
are leaving out the most important ques¬ 
tion of all. Have you no curiosity to 
know who was the bride that Lebrun has 
chosen ? ’’ 

“ I don't suppose it concerns me in the 
slightest degree,” he answered indiffer¬ 
ently ; “ but since you wish me to ask the 
question—Who was she ? ” 
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“ Lucie Cunier, lately your mother’s 
amanuensis.” 

“ The-! ” cried the Major, jumping 

to his feet and uttering an exclamation 
that must be indicated by a blank. 

“ Take it calmly,’’said Loveday ; 11 don’t 
rave. Sit down and I’ll tell you all about 
it. No, it is not the doing of your friend 
Cassimi, so you need not threaten to put 
a bullet into him ; the girl has married 
Lebrun of her own free will—no one has 
forced her into it.” 

“ Lucie has married Lebrun of her own 
free will! ” he echoed, growing very 
white and taking the chair which faced 
Loveday at the little table. 

“Will you have sugar ?” asked Love¬ 
day, stirring the coffee, which the waiter 
at that moment brought. 

“ Yes, I repeat,” she presently resumed, 
“ Lucie has married Lebrun of her own 
free will, although I conjecture she might 
not perhaps have been quite so willing to 
crown his happiness if the Princess 
Dullah-Veih had not made it greatly to 
her interest to do so.” 

“ Dolly made it to her interest to do so ? ” 
again echoed the Major. 

“ Do not interrupt me with exclama¬ 
tions; let me tell the story my own fashion, 
and then you may ask as many questions 
as you please. Now, to begin at the 
beginning, Lucie became engaged to Le¬ 
brun within a month of her coming to 
your mother’s house, but she carefully kept 
the secret from everyone, even from the 
servants, until about a month ago, when 
she mentioned the fact in confidence to 
Mrs. Druce in order to defend herself from 
the charge of having sought to attract 
your attention. There was nothing sur¬ 
prising in this engagement; they were 
both lonely and in a foreign land, spoke 
the same language, and no doubt had 
many things in common ; and although 
chance has lifted Lucie somewhat out of 
her station, she really belongs to the same 
class in life as Lebrun. Their love-making 
appears to have run along smoothly 
enough until you came home on leave, 
and the girl’s pretty face attracted your 
attention. Your evident admiration for 
her disturbed the equanimity of the Prin¬ 
cess, who saw your devotion to herself 
waning ; of Lebrun, who fancied Lucie’s 
manner to him had changed; of your 
mother, who was anxious that you should 
make a suitable marriage. Also additional 
complications arose from the fact that 


your attentions to the little Swiss girl had 
drawn Mr. Cassimi’s notice to her 
numerous attractions, and there was the 
danger of you two young men posing as 
rivals. At this juncture Lady Gwynne, 
as an intimate friend, and one who had 
herself suffered a twinge of heartache on 
Mademoiselle’s account, was taken into 
your mother’s confidence, and the three 
ladies in council decided that Lucie, in 
some fashion, must be got out of the way 
before you and Mr. Cassimi came to an 
open breach, or you had spoilt your matri¬ 
monial prospects.” 

Here the Major made a slightly im¬ 
patient movement. 

Loveday went on: “It was the Princess 
who solved the question how this was to 
be done. Fair Rosamonds are no longer 
put out of the way by ‘ a cup of cold 
poison ’—golden guineas do the thing far 
more easily and innocently. The Princess 
expressed her willingness to bestow a 
thousand pounds on Lucie on the day 
that she married Lebrun, and to set her 
up afterwards as a fashionable milliner in 
Paris. After this munificent offer, every¬ 
thing else became mere matter of detail. 
The main thing was to get the damsel out 
of the way without your being able to 
trace her—perhaps work on her feelings, 
and induce her, at the last moment, to 
throw over Lebrun. Your absence from 
home, on a three days’ visit, gave them 
the wished - for opportunity. Lady 
Gwynne took her milliner into her confi¬ 
dence. Madame C&ine consented to re¬ 
ceive Lucie into her house, seclude her in 
a room on the upper floor, and at the same 
time give her an insight into the profession 
of a fashionable milliner. The rest I think 
you- know. Lucie quietly walks out of 
the house one afternoon, taking no lug¬ 
gage, calling no cab, and thereby cutting 
off one very obvious means of being traced. 
Madame C61ine receives and hides her— 
not a difficult feat to accomplish in Lon¬ 
don, more especially if the one to be 
hidden is a foreign amanuensis, who is 
seldom seen out of doors, and who leaves 
no photograph behind her.” 

“ I suppose it was Lebrun who had 
the confounded cheek to go to my drawer 
and appropriate that photograph. I wish 
it had been Cassimi—I could have kicked 
him, but—but it makes one feel rather small 
to have posed as rival to one’s mother’s 
butler.” 

“ I think you may congratulate yourself 
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that Lebrun did nothing worse than go to 
your drawer and appropriate that photo¬ 
graph. I never saw a man bestow a more 
deadly look of hatred than he threw at 
you yesterday afternoon in your mother’s 
drawing-room ; it was that look of hatred 
that first drew my attention to the man 
and set me on the track that has ended in 
the Swiss Protestant church this morning.” 

“ Ah ! let me hear about that—let me 
have the links in the chain, one by one, as 
you came upon them,” said the Major. 

He was still pale—almost as the marble 
table at which they sat, but his voice had 
gone back to its normal slow, soft drawl. 


“ With pleasure. The look that Le¬ 
brun threw' at you, as he crossed the room 
to open the window, was link number 
one. As I saw that look, I said to myself 
there is someone in that corner whom that 
man hates with a deadly hatred. Then 
you came forward to speak to me, and I 
saw that it was you that the man was 
ready to murder, if opportunity offered. 
After this, I scrutinised him closely—not 
a detail of his features or his dress escaped 
me, and I noticed, among other things, 
that on the fourth finger of his left hand, 
half hidden by a more pretentious ring, 
was an old fashioned curious looking silver 
one. That silver ring was link number 
two in the chain.” 


“ Ah, I suppose you asked for that giass 
of water on purpose to get a closer view 
of the ring ? ” 

“ I did, I found it was a Genevese ring 
of ancient make, the like of which I had 
not seen since I was a child and played 
with one, that my old Swiss bonne used to 
wear. Now I must tell you a little bit ot 
Genevese history before I can make you 
understand how important a link that 
silver ring was to me. Echallets, the 
town in which Lucie was born, and her 
father had kept a watchmaker’s shop, has 
long been famous for its jewellery and 
watchmaking. The two trades, however, 
were not combined in one until 
about a hundred years ago, when 
the corporation of the town passed 
a law decreeing that they should 
unite in one guild for their 
common good. To celebrate this 
amalgamation of interests, the 
jewellers fabricated a certain num¬ 
ber of silver rings, consisting of 
a plain band of silver, on which 
two hands, in relief, clasped each 
other. These rings were distri¬ 
buted among the members of the 
guild, and as time has gone on 
they have become scarce and 
valuable as relics of the past. In 
certain families, they have been 
handed down as heirlooms, and 
have frequently done duty as be¬ 
trothal rings—the clasped hands 
no doubt suggesting their suit¬ 
ability for this purpose. Now, 
when I saw such a ring on Le¬ 
brun’s finger, I naturally guessed 
from whom he had received it, 
and at once classed his interests 
with those of your mother and the 
Princess, and looked upon him as their 
possible coadjutor.” 

“ What made you throw the brute Cas- 
simi altogether out of your reckoning ? ” 

“ I did not do so at this stage of events ; 
only, so to speak, marked him as ‘doubt¬ 
ful ’ and kept my eye on him. I determined 
to try an experiment that I have never 
before attempted in my work. You know 
what that experiment was. I saw five 
persons, Mrs. Druce, the Princess, Lady 
Gwynne, Mr. Cassimi and Lebrun all in 
the room within a few yards of each other, 
and I asked you to take them by surprise 
and announce my name and profession, 
so that every one of those five persons 
could hear you,” 
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“You did. I could not, for the life of 
me, make out what was your motive for so 
doing.’’ 

“ My motive for so doing was simply, 
as it were, to raise the sudden cry, ‘The 
enemy is upon you,’ and to set every one 
of those five persons guarding their weak 
point—that is, if they had one. I’ll draw 
your attention to what followed. Mr. 
Cassimi remained nonchalant and im¬ 
passive; your mother and Lady Gwynne 
exchanged glances, and then both simul¬ 
taneously threw a nervous look at Lady 
Gwynne's hat lying on the chair. Now 
as I had stood waiting to be introduced 
to Mrs. Druce, I had casually read the 
name of Madame Celine on the lining of the 
hat and I at once concluded that Madame 
Celine must be a very weak point indeed ; 
a conclusion that was confirmed when 
Lady Gwynne hurriedly seized her hat and 
as hurriedly departed. Then the Princess 
scarcely less abruptly rose and left the 
room, and Lebrun on the point of enter¬ 
ing, quitted it also. When he returned 
five minutes later, with the claret-cup, he 
had removed the ring from his finger, so 
I had now little doubt where his weak 
point lay.” 

“ It’s wonderful; it’s like a fairy tale,’’ 
drawled the Major. “ Pray, go on.” 

“ After this,” continued Loveday, “ my 
work became very simple. I did not care 
two straws for seeing Mademoiselle’s 
room, but I cared very much to have a 
talk with Mrs. Druce’s maid. From her 
I elicited the important fact that Lebrun 
was leaving very unexpectedly on the 
following day, and that his boxes were 
packed and labelled for Paris. After I 
left your house, I drove to Madame 
Celine’s, and there, as a sort of entrance 
fee, ordered an elaborate hat. I praised 
freely the hats they had on view, and while 
giving minute directions as to the one I 
required, I extracted the information that 
Madame Celine had recently taken on a 
new milliner who had very great artistic 
skiil. Upon this, I asked permission to 
see this new milliner and give her special 
instructions concerning my hat. My re¬ 
quest was referred to Madame Celine, who 
appeared much ruffled by it, and in¬ 
formed me that it would be quite useless 
for me to see this new milliner ; she could 
execute no more orders, as she was leav¬ 
ing the next day for Paris, where she 
intended opening an establishment on her 
own account, 


Now you see the point at which I had 
arrived. There was Lebrun and there 
was this new milliner each leaving for 
Paris on the same day ; it was not un¬ 
reasonable to suppose that they might 
start in company, and that before so 
doing, a little ceremony might be gone 
through in the Swiss Protestant church 
that Mademoiselle occasionally attended. 
This conjecture sent me to the under¬ 
taker in South Savile Street, who com¬ 
bines with his undertaking the office of 
verger to the little church. From him I 
learned that a marriage was to take place 
at the church at a quarter to nine the 
next morning and that the names of the 
contracting parties were Pierre Lebrun 
and Lucie Cu^nin.” 

“ Cu^nin ! ” 

“ Yes, that is the girl’s real name; it 
seems Lady Gwynne re-christened her 
Cunier, because she said the English pro¬ 
nunciation of Cmfiiin grated on her ear 
—people would insist upon adding a g 
after the «. She introduced her to Mrs. 
Druce under the name of Cunier, forget¬ 
ting, perhaps, the girl’s real name, or else 
thinking it a matter of no importance. This 
fact, no doubt, considerably lessened 
Lebrun’s fear of detection in procuring 
his licence and transmitting it to the 
Swiss pastor. Perhaps you are a little 
surprised at my knowledge of the facts 
I related to you at the beginning of 
our conversation. I got at them through 
Lebrun this morning. At half-past eight 
I went down to the church and found 
him there, waiting for his bride. He grew 
terribly excited at seeing me, and thought 
I was going to bring you do\vn on him 
and upset his wedding arrangements at 
the last moment. I assured him to the 
contrary, and his version of the facts I 
have handed on to you. Should, how¬ 
ever, any details of the story seem to you 
to be lacking, I have no doubt that Mrs. 
Druce or the Princess will supply them, 
now that all necessity for secrecy has 
come to an end.” 

The Major drew on his gloves ; his 
colour had come back to him ; he had 
resumed his easy suavity of manner. 

“ I don’t think,” he said slowly, “ I’ll 
trouble my mother or the Princess ; and 
I shall be glad, if you have the oppor¬ 
tunity, if you will make people understand 
that I only moved in the matter at all out 
of—of mere kindness to a young and 
friendless foreigner.” 



its depths ; outside, the wind might howl 
among the dismal surroundings, and tear, 
in its mad fury, the stunted bushes from 
their homes; but within the garden it was 
always sunshine,glorious, dazzling Eastern 
sunshine, and the only wind that ever 
ventured there was the soft clinging 
south-west wind, that gently blew the 
ripe seeds from the laden shamrock, 
swayed the tallest flowers softly to and 
fro, drew- from the honeysuckle, with 
tenderest lips, the flowers' sweetest food, 
and then, tired out with its labour, sank to 
rest on the bosom of its love, the rose. 

The flowers inside the garden were the 
most beautitul the world ever beheld, so 
lovely were their perfumes, so brilliant 
their colours and so tenderly green their 
little leafy shoots; and above all, no 
flower was ever known to die, so carefully 
were they tended and so happy were their 
lives. 

Once in one hundred years, the owner 
of the garden, granted the flowers one 
wish each, but so few things did they 
want that the wishes were soon granted 
and as soon forgotten. 

But once, when the owner had asked 
and granted the wishes of all, except two 
flowers, and when he came to the tallest 
of them, a beautiful red rose, he was sur¬ 
prised to see the flower, not bright and 
upright, like the rest, but trembling and 
drooping. 

“ What is it ? ” he said gently ; “ what 
is your wisli ? ” 

“Oh, my master,” she said falteringly. 


• ; f * VERY long time ago, when the 
f*~l earth was visited by the good 
l% '' " and bad fairies, when people 

had but to wish to get all that they de¬ 
sired, and everything was very different 
to what it is now, far away from the eyes 
of men, in the heart of a wild and un¬ 
fathomable forest, there lay a glorious 
garden. 

Outside the garden all might be dark, 
gloomy and desolate, as indeed it was, 
with the huge overhanging trees that 
stretched out their long, knotted branches 
into the dark morass below, as if they 
were trying to clutch with their blackened 
fingers, the mysteries that lay hidden in 
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*■ grant me my desire ? 1 want to be a 

human being ; I want to feel the pleasure 
of life, to know what it is to move to and 
fro among those beings we hear about, 
and to share with them their nobleness.” 

“ And sin ! ’’ said the master of the 
garden. 

‘■Sin? What is that?” cried the 
flowers. 

The master put up his hand and there 
was silence among them; then, turning to 
the rose, he said : “ Would you leave this 
lovely garden, this happy life you lead, 
for the sake of feeling human passions ? ” 

“ I would, I would,” the Rose cried. 

“ Then your wish is granted, but 
when you are tired of your wish, and 
desire to return to this garden in your 
old form, remember if there has been 
one spot or blemish on your earthly 
life, you are shut out of here for ever.” 

Then, as he finished speaking, out 
from the rose-bush there stepped a 
woman, beautiful and smiling ; but the 
rose she had been before was still 
there ; and she looked at it in amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Yes," said the owner, following her 
gaze, “ we shall know by that flower, 
how you fare in your travels.” Then 
stooping down, he asked the last flower 
of all, a tiny violet, what wish he should 
grant for it. 

The violet raised its head. “ Let me 
go with the rose,” it said ; “ for I feel 
I cannot leave it.” 

“ Your wish is granted also,” said 
the master; and presently out of the 
gate of the garden of flowers, there 
went a woman, leading by the hand a 
little child. No sooner were the gates 
shut than a terrible darkness fell over 
them both, but the woman had a 
brave heart, and, picking up the little 
one in her arms, she said softly to it, 
as she walked on : 

“ It may be dark here, my child, but we 
shall soon be in the midst of sunlight 
and merriment, in the midst of life.” 

For days and days the two plodded on, 
heeding not the darkness, nor the 
rushing river, nor the howling of the 
hungry animals at night, for they knew 
no fear, knowing no sin. 

At last, after many tiring weeks, foot¬ 
sore and weary, they reached the out¬ 
skirts of the forest, and saw with eager 
eyes, their first human dwelling. It was 
a charcoal burner's hut. and outside, in 


the sunlight, the man sat, smoking his 
pipe. He looked up as the woman and 
her child drew near. 

“ Who are you ? What do you want ? ” 
he said roughly. 

“ I am a woman, seeking life,” she 
answered humbly. 

“ Life ! Well, it is here,” he said. 

“ Is it good ? ” eagerly asked the 
woman; “ is it feasting and merriment and 
dancing and joy ? ” 

“ Feasting, merriment, dancing, joy, 
good ? ” laughed the man, with a hoarse 
chuckle; “no, it is starvation, woe,lamen¬ 



tation and despair—it is vile ; ” and he 
put his pipe in his mouth again. 

“ Then, where can I find what I seek ? ” 
the woman cried. 

“ Not here ! go to the palace of the 
King; that is the only place I know of 
where there is feasting and dancing and 
joy and he turned and entered his hut. 

Then on the stem of the rose, in the 
master’s garden, there shot out a thorn. 

So on the woman and the child 
travelled, till they came to a splendid 
city, ruled over by a king, far famed for 
his power and wisdom in his kingdom. 


THE GARDEN OF FLOWERS. 


He had the best wife, the sweetest 
daughter, the cleverest physicians, and 
the wisest statesmen in the world. 

“ Ah ! now I shall find life,” said the 
woman, as she pushed on to where she 
saw a group of merry men and girls danc¬ 
ing on the green grass. 

“ May I join you ? ” she said, as she 
drew near. 

“ By all means,” they cried, and they 
clasped the hands of herself and the 
child. 

“ Why do you dance ? ” she asked. 

“ Because our King has gained a great 
victory over his enemies, and we are 
glad.” 

But presently the woman noticed that 
some were not dancing, but were sitting 
silent and sad under the trees. 

“ Why do they weep ? ” she asked the 
dancers. 

“ Because they have lost their loved 
ones in the war.” 

“And will they never see them a- 
gain ? ” 

“ Never.” 

Then the woman left off dancing, and, 
taking the child’s hand, went towards the 
King’s palace. 

And the 
second thorn 
grew on the 
stem of the 
rose. 

When she 
came to the 
gates of the 
palace she 
asked to see 
the King, but 
as they would 
not let her go 
in, she pushed 
through with 
her child, and 
found herself 
at last at the 
door of a 
s p 1 e n d i d 
chamber ; the 
walls were 
hung with 
beautiful 
crimson velvet 
curtains and 
the carpet was 
so soft that 
her feet sank 
right into it. 
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“ Ah ! here must be life,” she said, and 
she went on till she came to another 
room, and, pushing back the curtains, she 
entered. This room was even more beau¬ 
tiful than the last, for everything was 
hung with white and was spotlessly 
pure. 

The air was heavy with the scent of 
flowers, for the room was filled with 
lilies—God's own spotless blossoms—and 
the woman felt she could hardly breathe. 

In the centre of the room was a white 
bed strewn with the same sweet-smelling 
flowers, and, although it looked as if 
someone were lying there, no one moved. 
At the head of the bed there knelt a 
woman, sobbing bitterly, and she had a 
royal crown on her head. 

“ What is the matter ? ” the woman 
asked. “ Why do you cry ? ’’ 

“ My child is dead,” and the Queen’s 
voice was choked with sobs. 

The woman turned down the sheet and 
looked at the exquisite waxen face be¬ 
neath. 

“ Dear lady, do not cry,” she said with 
a smile ; “ he is only sleeping.” 

But the Queen shook her head, and 
wept on. 

And the 
thorns grew 
thick and close 
round the 
rose’s stem. 

The woman 
left the pal¬ 
ace behind 
her, and tra¬ 
velled on, till, 
worn out and 
sick at heart, 
she stopped to 
rest under the 
shadow of 
some dark 
pines, the 
child at her 
side. “Oh! 
where shall I 
find it—the 
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clad in jewels and dazzling garments from 
head to foot. 


“ l will show you what you seek ; you 
shall know life," she said. “ With me 
you shall drink the cup of happiness to 
its dregs. Will you come ? ” 

Then the woman fell -on her knees and 
thanked the stranger, and arose up joyfully 
to follow her. 

But the child, tired of its wanderings 
and remembering its happy existence 
when a violet, said : 

“ I will not come; I do not want life. I 
have seen enough. I will go back to the 
lord of the garden." And, tearfully kissing 
her companion, she left her. 

Then the stranger led the woman away 
from the weeping Queen, and those who 
said the world was vile, to a place, where 
the red wine never ceased to flow, where 
the women were wildly beautiful and, 
flung their lovely forms, in maddest 
movements, to the delight and admiration 
of their companions. 

“ Ah,” she murmured, “ at last I have 
found it—the life I searched for—how 
good and noble and sweet it is. But as 
the days went by, she grew tired, and lan¬ 
guid, and thought of the violet; happy 
now with the master. Resting from her 







merriment, she saw one of the dancers 
crouch away in a far off corner, weeping 
silently. 

“ What is it ? ’’ she said, as she stroked 
the weeper’s hair; “ why do you mourn ? ” 

“Because," sobbed the dancer, “ I have 
sinned.” 

“Sinned 1 and have all here sinned ? ” 

“ All.” 

Then the woman left the mourner’s 
side, and crept silently away, for she had 
learnt the meaning of the weeper’s tears ; 
she knew the terrors of sin and death and 
why the world was vile. 

“ I too will go back to the beautiful 
garden,” she said ; “ I do not want life 
any longer.” 

' So she journeyed back to the gates of 
the garden of flowers, and knocking, weary 
and faint, begged for admittance. 

But she might not enter : she had found 
life, and it had left her sullied. 

She was not without blemish, as those 
within; for, having sinned, the gates of the 
garden of flowers were closed against her 
for ever. And on the stem of the rose, 
inside the garden, there was room for no 
more thorns. 




The Experiences of Love day Brooke, 
Lady Detective. 

By C. L. PIRKIS , Author of “Lady LovelaceSc. Sc. 


DRAWN DAGGERS. 


“ ADMIT that the dagger business 
I is something of a puzzle to me, 

■ • but as for the lost necklace—well, 

I should have thought a child would have 
understood that,” said Mr. Dyer irritably. 
“ When a young lady loses a valuable 
article of jewellery and wishes to hush 
the matter up, the explanation is obvious.” 

“ Sometimes,” answered Miss Brooke 
calmly, “ the explanation that is obvious is 
the one to be rejected, not accepted.” 

Off and on these two had been, so to 
speak, “ jangling ” a good deal that morn¬ 
ing. Perhaps the fact was in part to be 
attributed to the biting east wind which 
had set Loveday’s eyes watering with the 
gritty dust, as she had made her way to 
Lynch Court, and which was, at the pre¬ 
sent moment, sending the smoke, in 
aggravating gusts, down the chimney into 
Mr. Dyer's face. Thus it was, however. 
On the various topics that had chanced to 
come up for discussion that morning 
between Mr. Dyer and his colleague, they 
had each taken up, as if by design, dia¬ 
metrically opposite points of view. 

His temper altogether gave way now. 

“ If, ” he said, bringing his hand down 
with emphasis on his writing-table, “ you 
lay it down as a principle that the obvious 
is to be rejected in favour of the abstruse, 
you’ll soon find yourself launched in the 
predicament of having to prove that two 
apples added to two other apples do not 
make four. But there, if you don’t choose 
to see things from my point of view, that 
is no reason why you should lose your 
temper! ” 

“Mr. Hawke wishes to see you, sir,” 
said a clerk, at that moment entering the 
room. 

It was a fortunate diversion. Whatever 


might be the differences of opinion in 
which these two might indulge in private, 
they were careful never to parade those 
differences before their clients. 

Mr. Dyer’s irritability vanished in a 
moment. 

“ Show the gentleman in,” he said to 
the clerk. Then he turned to Loveday. 
“ This is the Rev. Anthony Hawke, the 
gentleman at whose house I told you that 
Miss Monroe is staying temporarily. He is 
a clergyman of the Church of England, 
but gave up his living some twenty years 
ago when he married a wealthy lady. 
Miss Monroe has been sent over to his 
guardianship from Pekin by her father, 
Sir George Monroe, in order to get her 
out of the way of a troublesome and un¬ 
desirable suitor.” 

The last sentence was added in a low 
and hurried tone, for Mr. Hawke was at 
that moment entering the room. 

He was a man close upon sixty years of 
age, white-haired, clean shaven, with a 
full, round face, to which a small nose im¬ 
parted a somewhat infantine expression. 
His manner of greeting was urbane but 
slightly flurried and nervous. He gave 
Loveday the impression of being an easy¬ 
going, happy-tempered man who, for the 
moment, was unusually disturbed and 
perplexed. 

He glanced uneasily at Loveday. Mr. 
Dyer hastened to explain that this was 
the lady by whose aid he hoped to get to 
the bottom of the matter now under con¬ 
sideration. 

“In that case there can be no obi action 
to my showing you this,” said Mr. Hawke; 
“ it came by post this morning. You see 
my enemy still pursues me.” 

As he spoke he took from his pocket a 
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trig, square envelope, from which he drew 
a large-sized sheet of paper. 

On this sheet of paper were roughly 
drawn, in ink, two daggers, about six 
inches in length, with remarkably pointed 
blades. 

Mr. Dyer looked at the sketch with 
interest. 

“ We will compare this drawing and its 
envelope with those you previously re¬ 
ceived," he said, opening a drawer of 
his writing-table and taking thence a pre¬ 
cisely similar envelope. On the sheet of 
paper, however, that this envelope enclosed, 
there was drawn one dagger only. 

He placed both envelopes and their 
enclosures side by side, and in silence 
compared them. Then, without a word, 
he handed thezn to Miss Brooke, who, 
taking a glass from her pocket, subjected 
them to a similar careful and minute 
scrutiny. 

Both envelopes were of precisely the 
same make, and were each addressed to 
Mr. Hawke’s London address in a round, 
school-boyish, copy-book sort of hand— 
the hand so easy to write and so difficult 
to bring home to any 
writer on account of its 
want of individuality. 

Each envelope likewise 
bore a Cork and a Lon¬ 
don postmark. 

The sheet of paper, 
however, that the first 
envelope enclosed bore 
the sketch of one dagger 
only. 

Loveday laid 
down her glass. 

“The enve¬ 
lopes," she said, 

“ have, undoubt¬ 
edly, been ad¬ 
dressed by the 
same person, but 
these last two dag¬ 
gers have not been 
drawn by the hand 
that drew the first. 

Dagger number 
one was, evidently, 
drawn by a timid, 
uncertain and in¬ 
artistic hand—see 
how the lines wave 
and how they have 
been patched here 
and there. Th j 


person who drew the other daggers, I 
should say, could do better work: the 
outline, though rugged, is bold and free. 

I should like to take these sketches home 
with me and compare them again at my 
leisure.” 

“ Ah, I felt sure what your opinion 
would be ! ” said Mr. Dyer complacently. 

Mr. Hawke seemed much disturbed. 

“Good gracious!" he ejaculated; “you 
don’t mean to say I have two enemies 
pursuing me in this fashion ! What does 
it mean ? Can it be—is it possible, do you 
think, that these things have been sent to 
me by the members of some Secret Society 
in Ireland—under error, of course—mistak¬ 
ing me for someone else ? They can’t be 
meant for me ; I have never, in my whole 
life, been mixed up with any political 
agitation of any sort.” 

Mr. Dyer shook his head. “ Members 
of secret societies generally make pretty 
sure of their ground before they send out 
missives of this kind,’ he said. “I have 
never heard of such an error being made. 
I think, too, we mustn’t build any theories 
on the Irish post-mark: the letters may 
have been posted in 
Cork for the whole and 
sole purpose of draw¬ 
ing off attention from 
some other quarter.” 

“ Will you mind tel¬ 
ling me a little about 
the loss of the 
necklace ? ” here 
id Loveday, 
bringing the con¬ 
versation suddenly 
round frftm the 
daggers to the 
diamonds. 

“ I think,” inter¬ 
posed Mr. Dyer, 
turning towards 
her, “ that the epi¬ 
sode of the drawn 
daggers — drawn 
in a double sense 
—should be treat¬ 
ed entirely on its 
own merits, con¬ 
sidered as a thing 
apart from the loss 
of the necklace. 

am inclined to 
believe that when 
we have gone a 
little further into 
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the matter we shall find that 
each circumstance belongs to a 
different group of facts. After 
all, it is possible that these dag¬ 
gers may have been sent by way 
of a joke—a rather foolish one, 

I admit—by some harum-scarum 
fellow bent on causing a sensa¬ 
tion.” 

Mr. Hawke’s face brightened. 

“ Ah ! now, do you think so— 
really think so ? ” he ejaculated. 

“ It would lift such a load from 
my mind if you could bring the 
thing home, in this way, to some 
practical joker. There are a lot 
of such fellows knocking about 
the world. Why, now I come 
to think of it, my nephew, Jack, 
who is a good deal with us just 
now, and is not quite so steady a 
fellow as I should like him to be, 
must have a good many such 
scamps among his acquaint¬ 
ances.” 

“ A good many such scamps 
among his acquaintances,” echo¬ 
ed Loveday; “ that certainly 
gives plausibility to Mr. Dyer’s ST 

supposition. At the same time, 

I think we are bound to look at the 
other side of the case, and admit the pos¬ 
sibility of these daggers being sent in 
right-down sober earnest by persons con¬ 
cerned in the robbery, with the intention 
of intimidating you and preventing full 
investigation of the matter. If this be so, 
it will not signify which thread we take 
up and follow. If we find the sender 
of the daggers we are safe to come upon 
the thief; or, if we follow up and find the 
thief, the sender of the daggers will not be 
far off.” 

Mr. Hawke’s face fell once more. 

“ It’s an uncomfortable position to be 
in,” he said slowly. “ I suppose, whoever 
they are, they will do the regulation thing, 
and next time will send an instalment of 
three daggers, in which case I may con¬ 
sider myself a doomed man. It did not 
occur to me before, but I remember now 
that I did not receive the first dagger until 
after I had spoken very strongly to Mrs. 
Hawke, before the servants, about my 
wish to set the police to work. I told her 
I felt bound, in honour to Sir George, to 
do so, as the necklace had been lost under 
my roof.” 

“ Did Mrs. Hawke object to your calling 
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in the aid of the police ? ’’ asked 
Loveday. 

“ Yes, most strongly. She 
entirely supported Miss Monroe 
in her wish to take no steps in 
the matter. Indeed, I should not 
have come round as I did last 
night to Mr. Dyer, if my wife 
had not been suddenly sum¬ 
moned from home by the serious 
illness of her sister. At least,” 
he corrected himself with a little 
attempt at self-assertion, “my 
coming to him might have been 
a little delayed. I hope you un¬ 
derstand, Mr. Dyer; I do not 
mean to imply that I am not 
master in my own house.” 

“ Oh, quite so, quite so,” re¬ 
sponded Mr. Dyer. “ Did Mrs. 
Hawke or Miss Monroe give any 
reasons for not wishing you to 
move in the matter ? ” 

“ All told, I should think they 
gave about a hundred reasons— 
I can’t remember them all. For 
one thing, Miss Monroe said it 
might necessitate her appearing 
1U in the police courts, a thing she 

would not consent to do; and 
she certainly did not consider the necklace 
was worth the fuss I was making over it. 
And that necklace, sir, has been valued at 
over nine hundred pounds, and has come 
down to the young lady from her mother.” 
“ And Mrs. Hawke ? ” 

“ Mrs. Hawke supported Miss Monroe 
in her views in her presence. But privately 
to me afterwards, she gave other reasons 
for not wishing the police called in. Girls, 
she said, were always careless with their 
jewellery, she might have lost the necklace 
in Pekin, and never have brought it to 
England at all.” 

“ Quite so,” said Mr. Dyer. “ I think I 
understood you to say that no one had seen 
the necklace since Miss Monroe’s arrival in 
England. Also, I believe it was she who 
first discovered it to be missing ? ” 

“Yes. Sir George, when he wrote 
apprising me of his daughter’s visit, added 
a postscript to his letter, saying that his 
daughter was bringing her necklace with 
her and that he would feel greatly obliged 
if I would have it deposited with as little 
delay as possible at my bankers’, where it 
could be easily got at if required. I spoke 
to Miss Monroe about doing this two or 
three times, but she did not seem at all in- 
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dined to comply with her father’s wishes. 
Then my wife took the matter in hand— 
Mrs. Hawke, I must tell you, has a very 
firm, resolute manner—she told Miss 
Monroe plainly that she would not have 
the responsibility of those diamonds in the 
house, and insisted that there and then 
they should be sent off to the bankers. 
Upon this Miss Monroe went up to her 
room, and presently returned, saying that 
her necklace had disappeared. She her¬ 
self, she said, had placed it in her jewel- 
case and the jewel-case in her wardrobe, 
when her boxes were unpacked. The 


jewel-case was in the wardrobe right 
enough, and no other article of jewellery 
appeared to have been disturbed, but the 
little padded niche in which the necklace 
had been deposited was empty. My wife 
and her maid went upstairs immediately, 
and searched every corner of the room, 
but, I’m sorry to say, without any result.’’ 

“ Miss Monroe, I suppose, has her own 
maid ? ” 

“ No, she has not. The maid — an 
elderly native woman — who left Pekin 
with her, suffered so terribly from sea- 
sickne-ss that, when they reached Malta, 


Miss Monroe allowed her to land and 
remain there in charge of an agent of the 
P. and O. Company till an outward bound 
packet could take her back to China. It 
seems the poor woman thought she was 
going to die, and was in a terrible state of 
mind because she hadn’t brought her 
coffin with her. I dare say you know the 
terror these Chinese have of being buried 
in foreign soil. After her departure, Miss 
Monroe engaged one of the steerage 
passengers to act as her maid for the 
remainder of the voyage.” 

“ Did Miss Monroe make the long 
journey from Pekin accompanied 
only by this native woman ? ” 
“No; friends escorted her to 
Hong Kong—by far the roughest 
part of the journey. From Hong 
Kong she came on in The Colombo , 
accompanied only by her maid. I 
wrote and told her father I would 
meet her at the docks in Lon¬ 
don ; the young lady, however, 
preferred landing at Plymouth, 
and telegraphed to me from 
there that she was coming on 
by rail to Waterloo, where, 
if I liked, I might meet 
her." 

“ She seems to be a 
young lady of independent 
habits. Was she brought 
up and educated in 
China ? ” 

“Yes; by a succession 
of French and American 
governesses. After her 
mother’s death, when she 
was little more than a 
baby, Sir George could not 
make up his mind to part 
with her, as she was his 
only child.” 

“ I suppose you and Sir 
George Monroe are old friends ? ’’ 

“ Yes; he and I were great chums before 
he went out to China—now about twenty 
years ago—and it was only natural, when 
he wished to get his daughter out of the 
way of young Danvers's impertinent 
attentions, that he should ask me to take 
charge of her till he could claim his re¬ 
tiring pension and set up his tent in 
England.” 

“ What was the chief objection to Mr. 
Danvers's attentions ? ” 

“ Well, he is only a boy of one-and- 
twenty, and has no money into the bar- 
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gain. He has been sent out to Pekin by 
his father to study the language, in order 
to qualify for a billet in the customs, and 
it may be a dozen years before he is in 
a position to keep a wife. Now, Miss 
Monroe is an heiress—will come into her 
mother's large fortune when she is of age 
—and Sir George, naturally, would like 
her to make a good match.” 

“ I suppose Miss Monroe came to 
England very reluctantly ? ” 

“ I imagine so. No doubt it was a great 
wrench for her to leave her home and friends 
in that sudden fashion and come to us, 
who are, one and all, utter strangers to her. 
She is very quiet, very shy and reserved. 
She goes nowhere, sees no one. When 
some old China friends of her father's 
called to see her the other day, she 
immediately found she had a headache 
and went to bed. I think, on the whole, 
she gets on better with my nephew than 
with anyone else.” 

“ Will you kindly tell me of how many 
persons your household consists at the 
present moment ? " 

“ At the present moment we are 
one more than usual, for my 
nephew, Jack, is home with his 
regiment from India, and is stay¬ 
ing with us. As a rule, my house¬ 
hold consists of my wife and my¬ 
self, butler, cook, housemaid and 
my wife’s maid, who just now is 
doing double duty as Miss Mon¬ 
roe's maid also.” 

Mr. Dyer looked at 
his watch. 

“ I have an impor¬ 
tant engagement in 
ten minutes’ time,” he 
said, “ so I must leave 
you and Miss Brooke: 
to arrange details as 
to how and when she 
is to begin her work 
inside your house, for, 1 
of course, in a case of 
this sort we must, in 
the first instance 
any rate, concentrate 
attention within your 
four walls.” 

“The less delay the 
better,” said Love- 
day. “ I should like 
to attack the mystery 
at once—this after¬ 
noon.” 
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Mr. Hawke thought for a moment. 

“ According to present arrangements,” 
he said, with a little hesitation, “ Mrs. 
Hawke will return next Friday, that is the 
day after to-morrow, so I can only ask you 
to remain in the house till the morning of 
that day. I’m sure you will understand 
that there might be some—some little 
awkwardness in-” 

“ Oh, quite so,” interrupted Loveday. 
“ I don’t see at present that there will be 
any necessity for me to sleep in the house 
at all. How would it be for me to assume 
the part of a lady house decorator in the 
employment of a West-end firm, and sent 
by them to survey your house and advise 
upon its re-de'eoration ? All I should have 
to do, would be to walk about your rooms 
with my head on one side, and a pencil and’ 
note-book in my hand. I should interfere 
with no one, your family life would go on 
as usual, and I could make my work as 
short or as long as necessity might 
dictate.” 

Mr. Hawke had no objection to offer to 
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this. He had, however, a request to make 
as he rose to depart, and he made it a little 
nervously. 

“ If,” he said, “ by any chance there 
should come a telegram from Mrs. Hawke, 
saying she will return by an earlier train, 
I suppose—I hope, that is, you will make 
some excuse, and—and not get me into hot 
water, I mean.” 

To this, Loveday answered a little 
evasively that she trusted no such telegram 
would be forthcoming, but that, in any case, 
he might rely upon her discretion. 

Four o’clock was striking from a neigh¬ 
bouring church clock as Loveday lifted the 
old-fashioned brass knocker 
of Mr. Hawke’s house in 
Tavistock Square. An elder¬ 
ly butler admitted her and 
showed her into the drawing¬ 
room on the first 
floor. A single glance 
round showed Love¬ 
day that if her role 
had been real instead 
of assumed, she would 
have found plenty of 
scope for her talents. 

Although the house 
was in all respects 
comfortably furnish¬ 
ed, it bore unmistak¬ 
ably the impress of 
those early Victorian 
days when aesthetic 
surroundings were 
not deemed a neces¬ 
sity of existence ; an 
impress which people- 
past middle age, and 
growing increasingly 
indifferent to the ac¬ 
cessories of life, arc 
frequently careless to 
remove. 

“Young life here is evidently an excre¬ 
scence, not part of the home; a troop of 
daughters turned into this room would 
speedily set going a different condition of 
things," thought Loveday, taking stock of 
the faded white and gold wall paper, the 
chairs covered with lilies and roses in cross- 
stitch, and the knick-knacks of a past 
generation that were scattered about on 
tables and mantelpiece. 

A yellow damask curtain, half-festooned, 
divided the back drawing-room from the 
front in which she was seated. From the 
Other side of this curtain there came to her 


the sound of voices—those of a man and a 
girl. 

“ Cut the cards again, please," said the 
man’s voice. “ Thank you. There you 
are again—the queen of hearts, surrounded 
with diamonds, and turning her back on 
a knave. Miss Monroe, you can’t do 
better than make that fortune come true. 
Turn your back on the man who let you 
go without a word and-” 

“Hush!” interrupted the girl with a 
little laugh; “ I heard the next room door 
open—I’m sure someone came in." 

The girl's laugh seemed to Loveday 
utterly destitute of that echo of heart-ache 
that in the circumstances might have been 
expected. 

At this moment Mr. 
Hawke entered the room, 
and almost simultane¬ 
ously the two young 
people came from the 
other side of the yellow 
curtain and crossed to¬ 
wards the door. 

Loveday took a survey 
of them as they passed. 

The young man— 
evidently “my 
nephew, Jack"—was 
a good-looking young 
fellow, with dark eyes 
and hair. The girl 
was small, slight and 
fair. She was per¬ 
ceptibly less at home 
with Jack’s uncle 
than she was with 
lack, for her manner 
changed and grew 
formal and reserved 
as she came face to 
face with him. 

“We’re going 
downstairs to have a 
game of billiards,” said Jack, addressing 
Air. Hawke, and throwing a look of 
curiosity at Loveday. 

“Jack,” said the old gentleman, “ w-hat 
would you say if I told you I was going to 
have the house re-decorated from top to 
bottom, and that this lady had come to ad¬ 
vise on the matter.” 

This was the nearest (and most Anglice) 
approach to a fabrication that Mr. Hawke 
would allow to pass his lips. 

“ Well,” answered Jack promptly, “ I 
should say, ‘ not before its time.’ That 
would cover a good deal.” 


Then the 
company. 

Loveday went straight to her work. 

“ I’ll begin my surveying at the top of 
the house, and at once, if you please,” she 
said. “ Will you kindly tell one of your 
maids to show me through the bed-rooms ? 
If it is possible, let that maid be the one 
who waits on Miss Monroe and Mrs. 
Hawke.” 

The maid who responded to Mr. Hawke’s 
summons was in perfect harmony with the 
general appearance of the house. In addi¬ 
tion, however, to being elderly and faded, 
she was also remarkably sour-visaged, and 
carried herself as if she thought that Mr. 
Hawke had taken a great liberty in thus 
commanding her attendance. 

In dignified silence she showed Loveday 
over the topmost story, where the servants’ 
bed-rooms were situated, and with a some¬ 
what supercilious expression of counten¬ 
ance, watched her making various entries 
in her note-book. 

In dignified silence, also, she led the way 
down to the second floor, where were the 
principal bed-rooms of the house. 

“ This is Miss Monroe’s room,” she 
said, as she threw back a door of one of 
these rooms, and then shut her lips with a 
snap, as if they were never going 
to open again. 

The room that Loveday en¬ 
tered was, like the rest of the 
house, furnished in the style that 
prevailed in the early Victorian 
period. The 
bedstead was 
elaborately 
curtained with 
pink lined up¬ 
holstery ; the 
toilet-table was 
befrilled ' with 
muslin and 
latan out of all 
likeness to a 
table. The one 
point, however, 
that chiefly at- 
jracted Love- 
Jay’s attention 
was the ex¬ 
treme neatness 
that prevailed 
throughout the 
apartment—a 
neatness, how¬ 
ever, that was 
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carried out with so strict an eye to comfort 
and convenience that it seemed to pro¬ 
claim the hand of a first-class maid. 
Everything in the room was, so to speak, 
squared to the quarter of an inch, and yet 
everything that a lady could require in 
dressing lay ready to hand. The dressing- 
gown lying on the back of a chair had 
footstool and slippers beside it. A chair 
stood in front of the toilet table, and on a 
small Japanese table to the right of the 
chair were placed hair-pin box, comb and 
brush, and hand mirror. 

“ This room will want money spent 
upon it,” said Loveday, letting her eyes 
roam critically in all directions. “ No¬ 
thing but Moorish wood-work will take off 
the squareness of those corners. But 
what a maid Miss Monroe must have. 
I never before saw a room so orderly and, 
at the same time, so comfortable.” 

This was so direct an appeal to conver¬ 
sation that the sour-visaged maid felt com¬ 
pelled to open her lips. 

“ I wait on Miss Monroe, for the pre¬ 
sent,” she said snappishly ; “ but, to speak 
the truth, she scarcely requires a maid. I 
never before in my life had dealings with 
such a young lady.” 

“ She does so much for herself, you 
mean—declines 
much assist¬ 
ance." 

“She’s like no 
one else I ever 
had to do with.” 
(This was said 
even more snap¬ 
pishly than be¬ 
fore.) “ She not 
only won’t be 
helped in dres¬ 
sing, but she 
arranges her 
room every day 
before leaving 
it, even to plac¬ 
ing the chair in 
front of the look¬ 
ing glass.” 

“And to open¬ 
ing the lid of the 
hair-pin box, so 
that she may 
have the pins 
dy to her 
.nd,” added 
Loveday, for a 
moment bend- 
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ing over the Japanese table, with its toilet 
accessories. 

Another five minutes were all that 
Loveday accorded to the inspection of 
this room. Then, a little to the surprise 
of the dignified maid, she announced her 
intention of completing her survey of the 
bed-rooms some other time, and dismissed 
her at the drawing-room 
door, to tell Mr. Hawke that ) *m/ 

she wished to see him before 
leaving. 

Mr. Hawke, looking much 
disturbed and with a tele¬ 
gram in his hand, quickly 
made his appearance. 

“ From my wife, to say 
she'll be back to-night. 

She'll be at Waterloo in 
about half an hour from 
now,” he said, holding up 
the brown envelope. “ Now, 

Miss Brooke, what are we 
to do ? 1 told you how 

much Mrs. Hawke objected 
to the investigation of this 
matter, and she is very— 
well — firm when she once 
says a thing, and—and ” 

“ Set your mind at rest,” 
interrupted Loveday; “ I 
have done all I wished to do 
within your walls, and the 
remainder of my investiga¬ 
tion can be carried on just 
as well at Lynch Court or at 
my own private rooms.” 

“ Done all you wished to do! ” echoed Mr. 
Hawke in amazement; “ why, you’ve not 
been an hour in the house, and do you 
mean to tell me you’ve found out anything 
about the necklace or the daggers ? ” 

“ Don’t ask me any questions just yet; 
I want you to answer one or two instead. 
Now, can you tell me anything about any 
letters Miss Monroe may have written or 
received since she has been in your 
house ? ” 

“ Yes, certainly. Sir George wrote to 
me very strongly about her correspondence, 
and begged me to keep a sharp eye on it, 
so as to nip in the bud any attempt to 
communicate with Danvers. So far, how¬ 
ever, she does not appear to have made 
any such attempt. She is frankness itself 
over her correspondence. Every letter 
that has come addressed to her, she has 
shown either to me or to my wife, and they 
have one and all been letters from old 



friends of her father's, wishing to make her 
acquaintance now that she is in England. 
With regard to letter-writing, I am sorry 
to say she has a marked and most peculiar 
objection to it. Every one of the letters 
she has received, my wife tells me, remain 
unanswered still. She has never once 
been seen, since she came to the house, with 
a pen in her hand. And if 
she wrote on the sly, I don't 
know how she would get her 
letters posted — she never 
goes outside the door by her¬ 
self, and she would have no 
opportunity of giving them 
to any of the servants to 
post except Mrs. Hawke’s 
maid, and she is beyond sus¬ 
picion in such a matter. She 
has been well cautioned, 
and, in addition, is not the 
sort of person who would 
assist a young lady in carry¬ 
ing on a clandestine corre¬ 
spondence.” 

“ I should imagine not! 
I suppose Miss Monroe has 
been present at the break¬ 
fast table each time that you 
have received your daggers 
through the post—you told 
me, I think, that they had 
come by the first post in the 
morning ? ” 

“ Yes ; Miss Monroe is 
very punctual at meals, and 
has been present each time. 
Naturally, when I received such unpleasant 
missives, I made some sort of exclama¬ 
tion and then handed the thing round the 
table for inspection, and Miss Monroe was 
very much concerned to know who my 
secret enemy could be.” 

“ No doubt. Now, Mr. Hawke, I have 
a very special request to make to you, and 
I hope you will be most exact in carrying 
it out.” 

“You may rely upon my doing so to the 
very letter.” 

“ Thank you. If, then, you should re¬ 
ceive by post to-morrow morning one of 
those big envelopes you already know the 
look of, and find that it contains a sketch 
of three, not two, drawn daggers-” 

“ Good gracious! what makes you 
think such a thing likely ? ” exclaimed Mr. 
Hawke, greatly disturbed. “ Why am I to 
be persecuted in this way ? Am I to take 
it for granted that I am a doomed man ? ” 
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He began to pace the room in a state of 
great excitement. 

“ I don’t think I would if I were you,” 
answered Lovedav calmly. “ Pray let me 
finish. I want you to open the big en¬ 
velope that may come to you by post to¬ 
morrow morning just as you have opened 
the others—in full view of your family at 
the breakfast-table—and to hand round the 
sketch it may contain for inspection to your 
wife, your nephew and to Miss Monroe. 
Now, will you promise me to do this ? ” 

“ Oh, certainly ; I should most likely 
have done so without any promising. 
But — but — I'm sure you’ll understand 
that I feel myself to be in a peculiarly un¬ 
comfortable position, and I shall feel so 
very much obliged to you if you’ll tell me 
—that is if you’ll enter a little more fully 
into an explanation.” 

Loveday looked at her watch. “ I 
should think Mrs. Hawke would be just 
at this moment arriving at Waterloo; I’m 
sure you’ll be glad to see the last of me. 
Please come to me at my rooms in Gower 
Street to-morrow at twelve—here is my 
card. I shall then be able to enter into 
fuller explanations I hope. Good-bye.” 

The old gentleman showed her politely 
downstairs, and, as he shook hands with 
her at the front door, again asked, in a most 
emphatic manner, if she did not consider 
him to be placed in a “ peculiarly unpleas¬ 
ant position.” 

Those last words at parting were to be 
the first with which he greeted her on the 
following morning when he presented him¬ 
self at her rooms in Gower Street. They 
were, however, repeated in considerably 
more agitated a manner. 

“Was there ever a man in a more 
miserable position ! ” he exclaimed, as he 
took the chair that Loveday indicated. 
“ I not only received the three daggers 
for which you prepared me, but I got an 
additional worry, for which I was totally 
unprepared. This morning, immediately 
after breakfast, Miss Monroe walked out 
of the house all by herself, and no one 
knows where she has gone. And the girl 
has never before been outside the door 
alone. It seems the servants saw her go 
out, but did not think it necessary to tell 
either me or Mrs. Hawke, feeling sure we 
must have been aware of the fact.” 

“ So Mrs. Hawke has returned,” said 
Loveday. “ Well, I suppose you will be 
greatly surprised if I inform you that the 
young lady, who has so unceremoniously 


left your house, is at the present moment 
to be found at the Charing Cross Hotel, 
where she has engaged a private room in 
her real name of Miss Mary O’Grady.” 

“ Eh ! What! Private room ! Real 
name O’Grady ! I’m all bewildered ! ” 

“ It is a little bewildering; let me ex¬ 
plain. The young lady whom you received 
into your house as the daughter of your 
old friend, was in reality the person en¬ 
gaged by Miss Monroe to fulfil the duties 
of her maid on board ship, after her native 
attendant had been landed at Malta. Her 
real name, as I have told you, is Mary 
O’Grady, and she has proved herself a 
valuable coadjutor to Miss Monroe in 
assisting her to carry out a programme, 
which she must have arranged with her 
lover, Mr. Danvers, before she left Pekin.” 

“ Eh ! what! ” again ejaculated Mr. 
Hawke; “ how do you know all this ? 
Tell me the whole story.” 

“ I will tell you the whole story first, 
and then explain to you how I came to 
know it. From what has followed, it 
seems to me that Miss Monroe must have 
arranged with Mr. Danvers that he was to 
leave Pekin within ten days of her so 
doing, travel by the route by which she 
came, and land at Plymouth, where he 
was to receive a note from her, apprising 
him of her whereabouts. So soon as she 
was on board ship, Miss Monroe appears 
to have set her wits to work with great 
energy; every obstacle to the carrying- 
out of her programme she appears to have 
met and conquered. Step number one 
was to get rid of her native maid, who, 
perhaps, might have been faithful to her 
master’s interests and have proved trouble¬ 
some. I have no doubt the poor woman 
suffered terribly from sea-sickness, as it 
was her first voyage, and I have equally 
no doubt that Miss Monroe worked on her 
fears, and persuaded her to land at Malta, 
and return to China by the next packet. 
Step number two was to find a suitable 
person, who, for a consideration, would be 
willing to play the part of the Pekin 
heiress among the heiress’s friends in Eng¬ 
land, while the young lady herself 
arranged her private affairs to her own 
liking. That person was quickly found 
among the steerage passengers of the 
Colombo in Miss Mary O’Grady, who had 
come on board with her mother at Ceylon, 
and who, from the glimpse I had of her, 
must, I should conjecture, have been ab¬ 
sent many years from the land of her birth. 
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You know how cleverly this young lady 
has played her part in your house—how, 
without attracting attention to the matter, 
she has shunned the society of her father’s 
old Chinese friends, who might be likely to 
involve her in embarrassing conversations ; 
how she has avoided the use of pen and 
ink lest-” 

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Mr. Hawke; 
“ but, my dear Miss Brooke, wouldn’t it be 
as well for you and me to go at once to 
the Charing Cross Hotel, and get all the in¬ 
formation we can out of her respecting 
Miss Monroe and her movements—she 
may be bolting, you know ? ” 

“ I do not think she will. She is wait¬ 
ing there patiently for an answer to a tele¬ 
gram she despatched more than two hours 
ago to her mother, Mrs. O’Grady, at 14, 
Woburn Place, Cork.” 

Dear me ! dear me ! How is it possible 
for you to know all this.” 

“ Oh, that last little fact was simply a 
matter of astuteness on the part of the 
man whom I have deputed to watch the 
young lady’s movements to-day. Other 
details, I assure you, in this some 
what intricate case, have been in¬ 
finitely more difficult to get at. I 
think I have to thank those 
‘ drawn daggers,’ that caused 
you so much consternation, for 
having, in the first instance, put 
me on the right track.” 

“ Ah—h,” said Mr. Hawke, 
drawing a long breath; “ now 
we come to the daggers 1 I feel 
sure you are going to set my mind 
at rest on that score.” 

“ I hope so. Would it surprise 
you very much to be told that it 
was I who sent to you those three 
daggers this morning ? ” 

“ You 1 Is it possible ? ” 

“Yes; they were sent by me, 
and for a reason that I will pre¬ 
sently explain to you. But let me 
begin at the beginning. Those 
roughly-drawn sketches, that to 
you suggested terrifying ideas of 
blood-shedding and violence, to 
my mind were open to a more 
peaceful and commonplace ex¬ 
planation. They appeared to me 
to suggest the herald’s office rather 
than the armoury; the cross fit- 
chee of the knight's shield rather 
than the poniard with which the 
members of secret societies are 


supposed to render their recalcitrant 
brethren familar. Now, if you will look 
at these sketches again, you will see what 
I mean.” Here Loveday produced from 
her writing-table the missives which had 
so greatly disturbed Mr. Hawke's peace of 
mind. “ To begin with, the blade of the 
dagger of common life is, as a rule, at 
least two-thirds of the weapon in length ; 
in this sketch, what you would call the 
blade, does not exceed the hilt in length. 
Secondly, please note the absence of 
guard for the hand. Thirdly, let me draw 
your attention to the squareness of what 
you considered the hilt of the weapon, and 
what, to my mind, suggested the upper 
portion of a crusader’s cross. No hand 
could grip such a hilt as the one outlined 
here. After your departure yesterday, I 
drove to the British Museum, and there 
consulted a certain valuable work on 
heraldry, which has more than once done 
me good service. There I found my sur¬ 
mise substantiated in a surprising manner. 
Among the illustrations of the various 
crosses borne on armorial shields, I 
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found one that had been taken by Henri 
d’Anvers from his own armorial bearings, 
for his crest when he joined the Crusaders 
under Edward I., and which has since been 
handed down as the crest of the Danvers 
family. This was an important item of 
information to me. Here was someone 
in Cork sending to your house, on two 
several occasions, the crest of the Danvers 
family; with what object it would be 
difficult to say, unless it were in some sort 
a communication to someone in your 
house. With my mind full of this idea, 
I left the Museum and drove next to the 
office of the P. and O. Company, and 
requested to have given me the list of the 
passengers who arrived by the Colombo. 
I found this list to be a remarkably small 
one ; I suppose people, if possible, avoid 
crossing the Bay of Biscay during the 
Equinoxes. The only passengers who 
landed at Plymouth besides Miss Monroe, 
I found, were a certain Mrs. and Miss 
O’Grady, steerage passengers who had 
gone on board at Ceylon on their way 
home from Australia. Their name, to¬ 
gether with their landing at Plymouth, 
suggested the possibility that Cork might 
be their destination. After this I asked 
to see the list of the passengers who 
arrived by the packet following the 
Colombo , telling the clerk who attended to 
me that I was on the look-out for the 
arrival of a friend. In that second list of 
arrivals I quickly found my friend—Wil- 
Uam Wentworth Danvers by name.” 

“ No ! The effrontery ! How dared he ! 
In his own name, too ! ” 

“ Well, you see, a plausible pretext for 
leaving Pekin could easily be invented by 
him—the death of a relative, the illness of 
a father or mother. And Sir George, 
though he might dislike the idea of the 
young man going to England so soon after 
his daughter's departure, and may, perhaps, 
write to you by the next mail on the mat¬ 
ter, was utterly powerless to prevent his 
so doing. This young man, like Miss 
Monroe and the O’Gradys, also landed at 
Plymouth. I had only arrived so tar in 
my investigation when I went to your 
house yesterday afternoon. By chance, 
as I waited a few minutes in your drawing¬ 
room, another important item of informa¬ 
tion was acquired. A fragment of con¬ 
versation between your nephew and the 
supposed Miss Monroe fell upon my 
car, and one word spoken by the young 
lady convinced me of her nationality. 


Mi 

That one word was the monosyllable 
‘ Hush.’ ” 

“ No ! You surprise me ! ” 

“ Have you never noted the difference 
between the ‘ hush ’ of an Englishman and 
that of an Irishman ? The former begins 
his ‘ hush ’ with a distinct aspirate, the 
latter with as distinct a W. That W is 
a mark of his nationality which he never 
loses. The unmitigated ‘ whist ’ may 
lapse into a * whish ’ when he is trans' 
planted to another soil, and the ‘ whish ’ 
may in course of time pass into a * whush,’ 
but to the distinct aspirate of the English 
‘ hush,’ he never attains. Now Miss 
O’Grady’s was as pronounced a ‘ whush ’ 
as it was possible for the lips of a 
Hibernian to utter.” 

“ And from that you concluded that 
Mary O’Grady was playing the part of 
Miss Monroe in my house ? ” 

“Not immediately. My suspicions were 
excited, certainly; and when I went up to 
her room, in company with Mrs. Hawke’s 
maid, those suspicions were confirmed. 
The orderliness of that room was something 
remarkable. Now, there is the orderliness 
of a lady in the arrangement of her room, 
and the orderliness of a maid, and the two 
things, believe me, are widely different. 
A lady, who has no maij, and who has the 
gift of orderliness, will put things away 
when done with, and so leave her room a 
picture of neatness. I don’t think, how¬ 
ever, it would for a moment occur to her 
to put things so as to be conveniently 
ready for her to use the next time she 
dresses in that room. This would be what 
a maid, accustomed to arrange a room for 
her mistress’s use, would do mechanically. 
Now the neatness I found in the supposed 
Miss Monroe’s room was the neatness of 
a maid—not of a lady, and 1 was assured 
by Mrs. Hawke’s maid that it was a neat¬ 
ness accomplished by her own hands. As 
I stood there, looking at that room, the 
whole conspiracy—if I may so call it—little 
by little pieced itself together, and became 
plain to me. Possibilities quickly grew 
into probabilities, and these probabilities 
once admitted, brought other suppositions 
in their train. Now, supposing that Miss 
Monroe and Mary O’Grady had agreed 
to change places, the Pekin heiress, for the 
time being, occupying Mary O’Grady’s 
place in the humble home at Cork and vice 
vers4, what means of communicating with 
each other had they arranged ? How was 
Mary O’Grady to know when she might 
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lay aside her assumed role and go hack 
to her mother’s house. There was no 
denying the necessity for such com¬ 
munication ; the difficulties in its way 
must have been equally obvious to 
the two girls. Now, I think we must 
admit that we must credit these young 
women with having hit upon a very clever 
way of meeting those difficulties. An 
anonymous and startling missive sent to 
you would be bound to be mentioned in 
the house, and in this way a code of sig¬ 
nals might be set up between them that 
could not direct suspicion to them. In 
this connection, the Danvers crest, which 
it is possible that they mistook for a 
dagger, suggested itself naturally, for no 
doubt Miss Monroe had many impressions 
of it on her lover's letters. As I thought 
over these things, it occurred to me that 
possibly dagger (or cross) number one was 
sent to notify the safe arrival of Miss 
Monroe and Mrs. O'Grady at Cork. The 
two daggers or crosses you subsequently 
received were sent on the day of Mr. 
Danvers’s arrival at Plymouth, and were, 
I should say, sketched by his hand. Now, 
was it not within the bounds of likelihood 
that Miss Monroe's marriage to this 
young man, and the consequent release of 
Mary O’Grady from the onerous part she 
was playing, might be notified to her by 
the sending of three such crosses or dag¬ 
gers to you. The idea no sooner occurred 
to me than I determined to act upon it, 
forestall the sending of this latest com¬ 
munication, and watch the result. Ac¬ 
cordingly, after I left your house yesterday, 
I had a sketch made of three daggers or 
crosses exactly similar to those you had 
already received, and had it posted to you 
so that you would get it by the first 
post. I told off one of our staff at Lynch 
Court to watch your house, and gave him 
special directions to follow and report on 
Miss O’Grady's movements throughout 
the day. The results I anticipated quickly 
same to pass. About half-past nine this 
morning the man sent a telegram to me 
saying that he had followed Miss O'Grady 
f rom your house to the Charing Cross 
Hotel, and furthermore had ascertained 
that she had since despatched a telegram, 
which (possibly by following the hotel 
servant who carried it to the telegraph 
office), he had overheard was addressed to 
Mrs. O’Grady, at Woburn Place, Cork. 
Since I received this information an alto¬ 
gether remarkable cross-firing of tele¬ 


grams has been going backwards and 
forwards along the wires to Cork.” 

“ A cross-firing of telegrams ! I do not 
understand.” 

“ In this way. So soon as I know Mrs. 
O’Grady’s address I telegraphed to her, in 
her daughter's name, desiring her to 
address her reply to 115a Gower Street, 
not to Charing Cross Hotel. About three- 
quarters of an hour afterwards I received 
in reply this telegram, which I am sure 
you will read with interest.” 

Here Loveday handed a telegram—one 




of several that lay on her writing-table—to 
Mr. Hawke. 

He opened it and read aloud as follows: 

“ Am puzzled. Why such hurry ? 
Wedding took place this morning. You 
will receive signal as agreed to-morrow. 
Better return to Tavistock Square for the 
night.” 

“ The wedding took place this morn¬ 
ing,” repeated Mr. Hawke blankly. “ My 
poor old friend ! It will break his heart.” 

“ Now that the thing is done past recall 
we must hope he will make the best of it,” 
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said Loveday. “ In reply to this tele¬ 
gram,” she went on, “ I sent another, ask¬ 
ing as to the movements of the bride and 
bridegroom, and got in reply this : ” 

Here she read aloud as follows: 

“ They will be at Plymouth to-morrow 
night; at Charing Cross Hotel the next 
day, as agreed.” 

“ So, Mr. Hawke,” she added, “ if you 
wish to see your old friend's daughter and 
tell her what you think of the part she has 
played, all you will have to do will be to 
watch the arrival of the Plymouth trains.” 

“ Miss O’Grady has called to see a lady 
and gentleman,” said a maid at that 
moment entering. 

“ Miss O’Grady ! ” repeated Mr. Hawk; 
in astonishment. 

“ Ah, yes, I telegraphed to her, just be¬ 
fore you came in, to come here to meet a 
lady and gentleman, and she, no doubt 
thinking that she would find here the 
newly-married pair, has, you see, lost no 
time in complying with my request. Show 
the lady in.” 

“ It’s all so intricate—so bewildering,” 
said Mr. Hawke, as he lay back in his 
chair. “ I can scarcely get it all into my 
head.” 

His bewilderment, however, was nothing 
compared with that of Miss O’Grady, when 
she entered the room and found herself 
face to face with her late guardian, instead 
of the radiant 
bride and 
bridegroom 
whom she had 
expected to 
meet. 

She stood 
silent in the 
middle of the 
room, looking 
the picture of 
astonishment 
and distress. 

Mr. Hawke 
also seemed a 
little at a loss 
for words, so 
Loveday took c ■ 
the initiative. 

“ Please sit 
down,” she 
said, placing a 
chair for the 
girl. “Mr. 

Hawke and I “ it’s all so intricate- 


have sent for you in order to ask you a few 
questions. Before doing so, however, let 
me tell you that the whole of your con¬ 
spiracy with Miss Monroe has been brought 
to light, and the best thing you can do, if 
you want your share in it treated leniently, 
will be to answer our questions as fully 
and truthfully as possible.” 

The girl burst into tears. “ It was all 
Miss Monroe's fault from beginning to 
end,” she sobbed. “ Mother didn’t want 
to do it—I didn't want to—to go into a 
gentleman’s house and pretend to be what 
I was not. And we didn't want her hun¬ 
dred pounds-” 

Here sobs checked her speech. 

“ Oh,” said Loveday contemptuously, 
“ so you were to have a hundred pounds 
for your share in this fraud, were you ? ” 

“ We didn’t want to take it,” said the girl, 
between hysterical bursts of tears; “but 
Miss Monroe said if we didn’t help her 
someone else would, and so I agreed 
to-” 

“ I think,” interrupted Loveday, “ that 
you can tell us very little that we do not 
already know about what you agreed to 
do. What we want you to tell us is what 
has been done with Miss Monroe’s diamond 
necklace—who has possession of it now ? ” 
The girl’s sobs and tears redoubled. 
“ I've had nothing to do with the necklace 
—it has never been in my possession,” she 
sobbed. “ Miss Monroe gave it to Mr. 

Danvers two 


money on it. 
Decastro, 
Miss Monroe 
said, was the 
name of these 
people.” 

“ Decastro, 
diamond mer¬ 
chant, Hong 
Kong. I 
should think 
that would be 
sufficient ad- 
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dress,” said Loveday, entering it in a 
ledger; “ and I suppose Mr. Danvers re¬ 
tained part of that money for his own use 
and travelling expenses, and handed the 
remainder to Miss Monroe to enable her 
to bribe such creatures as you and your 
mother, to practise a fraud that ought to 
land both of you in jail.” 

The girl grew deadly white. “ Oh, 
don't do that—don’t send us to prison ! ” 
she implored, clasping her hands together. 
“We haven’t touched a penny of Miss 
Monroe’s money yet, and we don’t want 
to touch a penny, if you’ll only let us off! 
Oh, pray, pray, pray be merciful! ” 

Loveday looked at Mr. Hawke. 

He rose from his chair. “ I think 
the best thing you can do,” he said, 
“ will be to get back home to your mother 
at Cork as quickly as possible, and advise 
her never to play such a risky game 
again. Have you any money in your 
purse ? No—well then here’s some for 
you, and lose no time in getting home. It 


will be best for Miss Monroe—Mrs.Dan¬ 
vers I mean—to come to my house and 
claim her own property there. At any rate, 
there it will remain until she does so.” 

As the girl, with incoherent expressions 
of gratitude, left the room, he turned to 
Loveday. 

“ I should like to have consulted Mrs. 
Hawke before arranging matters in this 
way,” he said a little hesitatingly; “ but 
still, I don’t see that I could have done 
otherwise.” 

“ I feel sure Mrs. Hawke will approve 
what you have done when she hears ali 
the circumstance of the case,” said Love¬ 
day. 

“ And,” continued the old clergyman, 
“when I write to Sir George, as, of course, 
I must immediately, I shall advise him to 
make the best of a bad bargain, now that 
the thing is done. ‘ Past cure should be 
past care; ’ eh, Miss Brooke ? And, think ! 
what a narrow escape my nephew, Jack, 
has had! ” 



» HE evening sun was slowly sinking 
to its rest, tipping the distant hill 
with roseate hues, kissing a last 
good-night to the latticed windows and lin¬ 
gering gently and lovingly on the head of 
a tired youth. 

There he lay, and had lain, for hours, 
his head pillowed on his hands—his body 
ever tossing and turning with the troubled 
sea of his thoughts. He never heeded the 
tinkling of the sheep bells, as the little flock 
passed him, followed by Gretchen, who 
called softly, “Tridel! Tridel! ” as she 
passed, nor the chilly night wind sweep¬ 
ing boisterously up from the sea, and 
making the huge pines quiver and cry 
in its clutches. No, he noticed not the 
departing day and the awakening night; 
the swallows left him and went to bed, 


and the night owl hooted dismally over his 
head ; but there he lay, crying ever: 

“ Fame ! give me fame! 1 will toil and 

slave, but to be famous in the end. I will 
give my heart, my life, my soul if the world 
may ring with my name, and cry, ‘ He is 
noble—he is grand : would that the earth 
held more such as he to whiten its black¬ 
ness, and to turn its day into night.’ Oh, 
help me, Invisible Beings! Here no one 
understands my thoughts. I must travel 
and find what I seek—others have before 
me—and I will return famous and happy 
to those I love.” And he turned on his side 
and gazed with love on the figure of his 
mother, shading her eyes as she looked out 
towards the pines, searching for him. 

But as he watched, gradually she faded 
from his eyes, surrounded by a white haze; 
slowly the mist took shape, until, in the 
place of his mother, only closer to him, 
there stood another woman, more stern 
and beautiful than she. Tridel lay for 
one moment amazed ; then, 

“ Help me, whatever being thou art! ” 
he cried. 

“ That is my errand,” the Spirit an¬ 
swered. “You seek fame. Come with 
me ; you shall find it.” 

Then Tridel sprang from the ground in 
an ecstasy of joy, all his agony gone ; he 
tore into the cottage, and, clasping his 
mother round the neck, cried : 

“ Mother, I leave you to become famous; 
behold my guide.” 
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The mother turned and, seeing the 
stranger, fell at her feet with clasped 
hands. 

“Take not my boy from me,” she cried; 
“ fame is nothing to love.” 

“ Fame is more than love,” returned the 
Spirit; “ it is greater even than death.” 

“No,” cried the woman; “it cannot 
cheat death.” 

“ But, it can outlive it.” And stretching 
out her hand, she drew Tridel away. 

“ Let me but kiss him once before he 
go,” the mother cried, and, snatching her 
boy from the stranger’s grasp, she printed 
a passionate kiss on his brow. “ Brijig 
him back in safety to 
me again, that I may 
share his joy,” and 
her voice was choked 
with sobs. 

“Yes; he shall 
come back, I promise 
that.” 

Then the mother 
dried her tears, and 
watched, with a 
trembling, but proud 
heart, the figure of 
her boy fast disap¬ 
pearing in the even¬ 
ing haze. “ He will 
become famous,” she 
said, with quivering 
breath ; but inwardly 
she cried: “ Fame is 
nothing to love—give 
me back my son.” 

The boy journeyed 
on, the figure ever 
beside him, through 
long and weary days 
and endless nights ; still they travelled, 
side by side. 

“ Show me fame,” he cried. 

But the figure answered: “ Not yet; not 
yet.” 

“But I work all day and reap no reward; 
my thoughts burn in my brain, and yet, 
when I give them life, they yield me no 
return ; shall I never gain what I seek— 
never ? ” 

“ It will come in time,” said his com¬ 
panion, and they travelled on. 

Once, burning with his desire, they 
passed through a great city, trembling 
on the eve of a terrible crisis, its people 
running to and fro like driven sheep. 

“ Let me speak to them ; I can help 
them,” cried the youth ; “ they need a 



leader; I will head their parties; I will calm 
their distress. 

Then the Spirit drew back its detaining 
hand, and the youth, bursting from his hold, 
poured out to the astonished and excited 
people words that thrilled their hearts and 
spurred them on to action. 

“ Lead us,” they cried with one great 
voice; “ we will follow.” 

Then the youth, forgetting the Spirit, 
flushed with the fire of might, fought, with 
heart and voice, for the people’s cause. At 
times they rested on the highest crest of 
the wave of success, at others in its lowest 
depths. But, alas ! their struggles were in 
vain, for their cause was lost, unutterably 
and for ever. Then the youth was reviled 
and cursed. 

“ Traitor ! ” they cried, and they cast 
him out, till, fleeing, with aching brow, he 
came again upon the 
Spirit, waiting pa¬ 
tiently. 

“ Have you gained 
the laurels of fame ? ” 
she asked, with a 
smile on her lips. 

“Fame? — no; I 
have slaved and 
toiled for the cause, 
and now am crowned 
with curses. Take 
me where I shall find 
the laurel branch, my 
guide.” 

So they journeyed 
on ; but the boy was 
not so gay as before, 
the reverses of life 
were bowing him 
down ; but he raised 
his head—which, thrilling with beautiful 
and noble thoughts, could not long be cast 
down—when they drew near another and 
more beautiful city than the last. 

“Here is a field for glory,” he cried; 
“ why do we not stop ? We have passed 
city after city, and yet, instead of my stay¬ 
ing and working, we journey ever on to 
that dark loneliness ahead. Let me gain 
fame here,” he cried. 

The Spirit shook its head, but let the 
youth go. 

With bounding step and light heart, he 
entered the city, and, lying beneath the 
shadow of the trees, he, with rapid pen and 
trembling fingers, poured out his soul to 
the world. He told of wonders in the earth 
and sea, of wonders to come and mighty 
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works to be performed; and the people 
read and were amazed. 

Then he went to them and cried : 

“ Give me fame—that is all I ask—the 
glory of being known to the world for some 
good done.” 

But they laughed and said: 

“ You are mad ! We do not know you. 
Your works are clever, but you have no 
name; when you have found that, come 
back to us and we will give you all you 
ask.” 

And the youth, pale and sorrowful, 
sought his guide again. 

“ Do not despair,” the Spirit said ; “fame 
will come.” 

“ Why,” said the youth, “ are we 
journeying there,” and he pointed to where 
the sky looked black and overcast, where 
the air was filled with the roar of a 
mighty cataract and the distant hills 
towered dark and gloomy to the clouds. 

“ Because there is what you seek.” 

Then the youth wondered that in those 
gloomy regions should be the laurel crown, 
but he said nothing. 

“ What is that strange shadow follow¬ 
ing me ? ” he said one day. “ It never 
leaves me.” 

“ What is it like ? ” asked the Spirit. 

“ I cannot tell,” he answered; “ it has 
no earthly form.” 

But as they travelled on, the form of 
the shadow grew clear and defined. 

“ I see it now,” he cried ; “ it is an old 
man, bent and white-headed, and he is 
clothed in clinging grey garments, and 
holds something in his hand I cannot 
see.” 

“ You are nearing your goal,” answered 
the Spirit; “ you will soon see what he 
holds.” 

Again and again did the youth struggle 
to be known, and each time returned 
despondent to his guide, who, comforting 
him, sr d: 

“ Your rorks are great; weep not— 
glory awaits thee.” 

After journeying wearily on, they left at 
length the gay cities behind them and 
were surrounded by a dreary, desolate 
plain; no trees grew in such bleak air; 
flowers they had not seen for days; even 
the earth they trod was black and stony, 
and the roar of the great cataract was in 
their ears. 

“ Surely here cannot be fame ” the 
youth said, weary and dispirited, but the 
Spirit answered : 


“ Patience ; it is coming." 

The roar of the rapids grew fiercer, and 
the air was filled with a dashing foam 
that dimmed the eyes of the youth ; and as 
they journeyed on, they saw before them, 
surrounded by overhanging rocks and with 
a black, lowering sky overhead, a terrible 
rushing torrent, its waters dark and gloomy, 
its banks too steep for mortal feet to 
climb. 

At the brink they paused. 

“ Here,” said the Spirit, “ I must leave 
you. I have done my duty : the Spirit of 



the Valley of the Shadow must end my 
work,” and, pointing to the figure of the 
old man, the Spirit vanished. 

Then, being alone, with the black sky, 
the rushing torrent and the thunder in his 
ears, the youth trembled and turned to 
grasp the hand of his new guide; the fin¬ 
gers he took were long and bony, and, 
looking up at the face, he saw its eyes 
were sunk, its cheeks hollow, and the grey 
garments clung close and rigid to the form 
of a skeleton; but yet he saw not clearly 
what he held in his hand. 

“ The river must be crossed,” the figure 
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said ; but the youth trembled, and would 
have gone back. 

“ There," said the figure again, “ lies the 
only way to Fame. Cross but the torrent, 
and this is yours,” and he held aloft a 
crown of laurels. Then into the foaming 
rapid plunged the youth. 

“ I am sinking,” he cried, but the gaunt 
figure did not reply. Three times he sank 
into the inky depths. 

Then he rose. 

The sky above was dark, the water 
around him was cruel and keen, and the 
air was filled with the thunder of a mighty 
storm; but the 
face upturned to 
the blackened sky 
was as a bright 
moonbeam on the 
waters; the soft 
brown hair rose 
and fell on the 
marble forehead; 
on the sweet red 
lips was the smile 
of success and 
victory — and, 
held aloft by the 
gaunt hands of 
Death— there 
floated the laurel 
crown. 

The mother, 

listening with _ 

aching heart at 
her cottage door, 

waited day by day for the fame of her 
boy, that did not come. 

Till at last, afar on the breeze, she 
heard the whisper of his name., 

“lie has done marvellous works," they 
said ; “ he has saved a nation.” Then the 
heart of the mother leapt, and she cried : 


“He is becoming known ; I shall see 
him soon." 

The whisper grew to a murmur, and the 
murmur to a roar. “ Where is he ? ” they 
cried ; “ he is noble, he is glorious, he is 
famous." And the heart of the mother was 
glad within her; not for his glory, not 
for his fame ; but 
that he should 
' return. 

Each night 
when she retired 
to rest, she said, 
“To-morrow he 
will come.” But 
as she lay sleep¬ 
ing, she heard a 
voice beside her 
saying,“ Mother! 
I have returned, 
as the Spirit 
said.” And look¬ 
ing up, she be¬ 
held her son,daz¬ 
zling and glorious 
in snow - white 
robes, with the 
crown of fame 
upon his brow. 

“ Come ? ” he said, and 
wonderingly, she obeyed. 
Next morning, the neigh- 
i noATr.n ti.k hours knocked in vain at the 
■km. i Kims. mother's door, and at last 
they entered; they passed 
through the empty parlour, 
and came to the little bed¬ 
room. “ She is dead," they said; “ she 
has passed away in her sleep, mourning 
for Tridel.” 

“ She lias not died in sorrow,” said 
another ; “ look ! that is not the smile of 
grief; it is the smile of love and recogni¬ 
tion—she has found her son. 



The Experiences of Loveday Brooke, 
Lady Detective. 

By C. L. PIRKIS, Author of “Lady Lovelace," &c. &c. 


THE GHOST OF FOUNTAIN LANE. 


ILL you be good enough to 
tell me how you procured 
my address ? ” said Miss 
Brooke, a little irritably. “ I left strict 
orders that it was to be given to no one.” 

“ I only obtained it with great difficulty 
from Mr. Dyer; had, in fact, to telegraph 
three times before I could get it,” an¬ 
swered Mr. Clampe, the individual thus 
addressed. “ I’m sure I’m awfully sorry 
to break into your holiday in this fashion, 
but—but pardon me if I say that it seems 
to be one in little more than name.” 
Here he glanced meaningly at the news¬ 
papers, memoranda and books of reference 
with which the table 
at which Loveday sat 
was strewn. 

She gave 
sigh. 

“ I suppose you arc 
right,” she answered; 

“ it is a holiday in 
little more than name. 

I verily believe that 
we hard workers, after 
a time* lose our capa¬ 
city for holiday-keep¬ 
ing. I thought I was 
pining for a week of 
perfect laziness and 
sea-breezes, and so I 
locked up my desk and 
fled. No sooner, how¬ 
ever, do I find myself 
in full view of that 
magnificent sea - and - 
sky picture than I shut 
my eyes to it, fasten 
them instead on the 
daily papers and set 
my brains to work, .con 


amort, on a ridiculous case that is never 
likely to come into my hands.” 

That “magnificent sea-and-sky picture” 
was one framed by the windows of a room 
on the fifth floor of the Metropole, at 
Brighton, whither Loveday, overtaxed in 
mind and body, had fled for a brief respite 
from hard work. Here Inspector Clampe, 
of the Local District Constabulary, had 
found her out, in order to press the claims 
of what seemed to him an important case 
upon her. He was a neat, dapper-looking 
man, of about fifty, with a manner less 
brusque and business-like than that of 
most men in his profession. 

“ Oh pray drop the 
ridiculous case,” he 
said earnestly, “ and 
set to work, '■con ainore,’ 
upon another far from 
ridiculous, and most 
interesting.” 

“ I’m not sure that 
it would interest me 
one quarter so much 
the ridiculous one.” 
“ Don’t be sure till 
you’ve heard the par¬ 
ticulars. ■ Listen to 
this.” Here the in¬ 
spector took a news- 
paper-cutting from his 
pocket-book and read 
aloud as follows: 

“ ‘ A cheque, the pro¬ 
perty of the Rev. 
Charles Turner, Vicar 
of East Downes, has 
been stolen under 
somewhat peculiar 
circumstances. It ap¬ 
pears that the Rev. 
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gentleman was suddenly called from home 
by the death of a relative, and think¬ 
ing he might possibly be away some little 
time, he left with his wife four blank 
cheques, signed, for her to fill in as 
required. They were made payable to 
self or bearer, and were drawn on the 
West Sussex Bank. Mrs. Turner, when 
first questioned on the matter, stated that 
as soon as her husband had departed, she 
locked up these cheques in her writing 
desk. She subsequently, however, cor¬ 
rected this statement, and admitted 
having left them on the table while she 
went into the garden to cut some flowers. 
In all, she was absent, she says, about ten 
minutes. When she came in from 
cutting her flowers, she immediately put 
the cheques away. She had not counted 
them on receiving them from her husband, 
and when, as she put them into her 
Davenport, she saw there were only three, 
she concluded that that was the number 
he had left with her. The loss of the 
cheque was not discovered until her 
husband’s return, about a week later on. 
As soon as he was aware of the fact, he 
telegraphed to the West Sussex Bank to 
stop payment, only, however, to make the 
unpleasant discovery that the cheque, 
filled in to the amount of six hundred 
pounds, had been presented and cashed 
(in gold) two days previously. The clerk 
who cashed it took no particular notice of 
the person presenting it, except that he 
was of gentlemanly appearance, and de¬ 
clares himself to be quite incapable of 
identifying him. The largeness of the 
amount raised no suspicion in the mind 
of the clerk, as Mr. Turner is a man of 
good means, and since his marriage, about 
six months back, has been refurnishing 
the Vicarage, and paying away large 
sums for old oak furniture and for pic¬ 
tures.’ ” 

“ There,. Miss Brooke,” said the in¬ 
spector as he finished reading, “if, in 
addition to these particulars, I tell you 
that one or two circumstances that have 
arisen seem to point suspicion in the 
direction of the young wife, I feel sure 
you will admit that a more interesting 
case, and one more worthy of your talents, 
is not to be found.” 

Loveday’s answer was to take up a 
newspaper that lay beside her on the table. 
“So much for your interesting case,” she 
said; “now listen to my ridiculous one.” 
Then she read aloud as follows :— 


“ ‘ Authentic Ghost Story. — The in¬ 
habitants of Fountain Lane, a small 
turning leading off Ship Street, have 
bjen greatly disturbed by the sudden ap¬ 
pearance of a ghost in their midst. Last 
Tuesday night, between ten and eleven 
o’clock, a little girl named Martha Watts, 
who lives as a help to a shoemaker and 
his wife at No. 5 in the lane, ran out into 
the streets in her night-clothes in a great 
state of terror, saying that a ghost had 
come to her bedside. The child refused 
to return to the house to sleep, and was 
accordingly taken in by some neighbours. 
The shoemaker and his wife, Freer by 



name, when questioned by the neighbours 
on the matter, admitted, with great re¬ 
luctance, that they, too, had seen the 
apparition, which they described as 
being a soldier-like individual, with a 
broad, white forehead and having his arms 
folded on his breast. This description is, 
in all respects, confirmed by the child, 
Martha Watts, who asserts that the 
ghost she saw reminded her of pictures 
she had seen of the great Napoleon. 
The Freers state that it first appeared 
in the course of a prayer-meeting held 
at their house on the previous night, 
when it was distinctly seen by Mr. Freer. 
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Subsequently, the wife, a\vaken,ing sud¬ 
denly in the middle of the night, saw 
the apparition standing at the foot of the 
bed. They are quite at a loss for an ex¬ 
planation of the matter. The affair has 
caused quite a sensation in the district, 
and at the time of going to press, the lane 
is so thronged and crowded by would-be 
ghost-seers that the inhabitants have 
great difficulty in going to and from their 
houses.’ ” 

“ A scare—a vulgar scare, nothing more,” 
said the inspector as Loveday laid aside 
the paper. “ Now, Miss Brooke, I ask you 
seriously, supposing you get to the bottom 
of such a stupid, commonplace fraud as 
that, will you in any way add to your re¬ 
putation ? ” 

“ And supposing I get to the bottom of 
such a stupid, commonplace fraud as a 
sfplen cheque, how much, I should like to 
know, do I add to my reputation ? ” 

“ Well, put it on other grounds and 
allow Christian charity to have some 
claims. Think of the misery in that 
gentleman’s house unless suspicion can be 
lifted from the young wife and directed 
to the proper quarter.” 

“ Think of the misery of the landlord 
of the Fountain Lane houses if all his 
tenants decamp in a body, as they no 
doubt will, unless the ghost mystery is 
solved.” 

The inspector sighed. “Well, I suppose 
I must take it for granted that you will 
have nothing to do with - the case,” he 
said. “ I brought the cheque with me, 
thinking you might like to see it.” 

“ I suppose it’s very much like other 
cheques ?” said Loveday indifferently, and 
turning over her memoranda as if she 
meant to go back to her ghost again. 

“ Ye—es,” said Mr. Clampe, taking the 
cheque from his pocket-book and glancing 
down at it. “I suppose the cheque is 
very much like other cheques. This little 
scribble of figures in pencil at the back— 
144,000 — can scarcely be called a dis¬ 
tinguishing mark.” 

“ What’s that, Mr. Clampe ? ” asked 
Loveday, pushing her memoranda on one 
side. “ 144,000 did you say ? ” 

Her whole manner had suddenly 
changed from apathy to that of keenest 
interest. 

Mr. Clampe, delighted, rose and spread 
the cheque before her on the table. 

“ The writing of the words “ six hun¬ 
dred pounds,” he said, “bears so close a 


resemblance to Mr. Turner’s signature, 
that the gentleman himself told me he 
would have thought it was his own writing 
if he had not known that he had not drawn 
a cheque for that amount on the given 
date. You see it is that round, school¬ 
boy’s hand, so easy to imitate, I could 
write it myself with half-an hour’s prac- 
) ice; no flourishes, nothing distinctive 
about it.” 

Loveday made no reply. She had 
turned the cheque, and was now closely 
scrutinizing the pencilled figures at the 
back. 

“ Of course,” continued the inspector, 
“ those figures were not written by the 
person who wrote the figures on the face 
of the cheque. That, however, matters 
but little. I really do not think they are 
of the slightest importance in the case. 
They might have been scribbled by some 
one making a calculation as to the number 
of pennies in six hundred pounds—there 
are, as no doubt you know, exactly 
144,000.” 

“ Who has engaged your services in 
this case, the Bank or Mr. Turner ? ” 

“Mr. Turner. When the loss of the 
cheque was first discovered, he was very 
excited and irate, and when he came to 
me the day before yesterday, I had much 
difficulty in persuading him that there was 
no need to telegraph to London for half-a- 
dozen detectives, as we could do the work 
quite as well as the London men. When, 
however, I went over to East Downes 
yesterday to look round and ask a few 
questions; I found things had altogether 
changed. He was exceedingly reluctant 
to answer any questions, lost his temper 
when I pressed them, and as good as told 
me that he wished he had not moved in 
the matter at all. It was this sudden 
change of demeanour that turned my 
thoughts in the direction of Mrs. Turner. 
A man must have a very strong reason for 
wishing to sit idle under a loss of six 
hundred pounds, for, of course, under the 
circumstances, the Bank will not bear the 
brunt of it.” 

“ Some other motives may be at work 
in his mind, consideration for old ser¬ 
vants, the wish to avoid a scandal in the 
house.” 

“ Quite so. The fact, taken by itself, 
would give no ground for suspicion, but 
certainly looks ugly if taken in connection 
with another fact which I have since 
ascertained, namely, that during her hus- 
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band’s absence from home, Mrs. Turner paid off cer¬ 
tain debts contracted by her in Brighton before her 
marriage, and amounting, to nearly £500. Paid them 
off, too, in gold. I think I mentioned to you that the 
gentleman who presented the stolen cheque at the 
Bank preferred payment in gold.” 

“You are supposing not only a confederate, but also 
a vast amount of cunning 
as well as of simplicity on 
the lady’s part.” 

“ Quite so. Three parts 
cunning to one of simpli¬ 
city is precisely what lady 
criminals are composed of. 


And it is, as a rule, that 
one part of simplicity that 
betrays them and leads to 
their detection.” 

“ What sort of woman 
is Mrs. Turner in other 
respects ? ” 

“ She is young, hand¬ 
some and of good birth, 
but is scarcely suited for 
the position of vicar’s wife 
in a country parish. She 
has lived a good deal in 
society and is fond of 
gaiety, and, in addition, is 
a Roman Catholic, and, I 
am told, utterly ignores her husband’s 
church and drives every Sunday to Brigh¬ 
ton to attend mass.” 

“ What about the servants in the house ? 
Do they seem steady-going and respect¬ 
able ? ” 

“ There was nothing on the surface to 
excite suspicion against any one of them. 
But it is precisely in that quarter that 
your services would be invaluable. It will, 
however, be impossible to get you inside 
the vicarage walls. Mr. Turner, I am con¬ 
fident, would never open his doors to you.” 

“ What do you suggest ? ” 

“ I can suggest nothing better than the 
house of the village schoolmistress, or, 
rather, of the village schoolmistress’s 
mother, Mrs. Brown. It is only a stone's 
throw from the vicarage ; in fact, its win¬ 
dows overlook the vicarage grounds. It 
is a four-roomed cottage, and Mrs. Brown, 
who is a very respectable person, turns 
over a little money in the summer by re¬ 
ceiving lady lodgers desirous of a breath of 
country air. There would be no difficulty 
in getting you in there; her spare bed¬ 
room is empty now. 

“ I should have preferred being at the 
vicarage, but if it cannot be, I must make 


the most of my stay at Mrs. Brown’s. 
How do we get there ? ” 

“ I drove from East Downes here in a 
trap I hired at the village inn where I 
put up last night, and where I shall stay 
to-night. I will drive you, if you will allow 
me; it is only seven miles off. It's a lovely 
day for a drive; breezy and not too much 
dust. Could you be ready in about half 
an hour’s time, say ? ” 

But this, Loveday said, would be an im¬ 
possibility. She had a special engage¬ 
ment that afternoon ; there was a religious 
service in the town that she particularly 
wished to attend. It would not be over 
until three o'clock, and, consequently, not 
until half-past three would she be ready 
for the drive to East Downes. 

Although Mr. Clampe looked unutter¬ 
able astonishment at the claims of a 
religious service being set before those of 
professional duty, he made no demur to 
the arrangement, and accordingly half-past 
three saw Loveday and the inspector in a 
high-wheeled dog-cart rattling along the 
Marina in the direction of East Downes. 

Loveday made no further allusion to her 
ghost story, so Mr. Clampe, out of polite¬ 
ness, felt compelled to refer to it. 
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44 I heard all about the Fountain Lane 
ghost yesterday, before I started for East 
Downes,” he said; “and it seemed to me, 
with all deference to you, Miss Brooke, 
an every-day sort of affair, the sort of 
thing to be explained by a heavy supper 
or an extra glass of beer.” 

“ There are a few points in this ghost 
story that separate it from the every-day 
ghost story,” answered Loveday. “ For in¬ 
stance, you would expect that such emotion¬ 
ally religious people, as I have since found 
the Freers to be, would have seen a vision 
of angels, or at least a solitary saint. In¬ 
stead, thev ra soldier ! A soldier, too, in 
the liken -'. oi a man who is anathema 
niaranal.id to every religious mind—the 
great Napoleon.” 

“To what denomination do the Freers 
belong ? ” 

“ To the Wesleyan. Their fathers and 
mothers before them were Wesleyans; 
their relatives and friends are Wesleyans, 
one and all, they say; and, most important 
item of all, the man’s boot and shoe con 
nection lies exclusively among Wesleyan 
ministers. This, he told me, is the most 
paying connection that a small boot-maker 
can have. Half-a-dozen Wesleyan min¬ 
isters pay better than three times the 
number of Church clergy, for whereas the 
Wesleyan minister is always on the tramp 
among his people, the clergyman generally 
contrives in the country to keep a horse, 
or else turns student, and shuts himself up 
in his study.” 

44 Ha, ha! Capital,” laughed Mr. 
Clampe; “tell that to the Church Defence 
Society in Wales. Isn’t this a first-rate 
little horse ? In another ten minutes we 
shall be in sight of East Downes.” 

The long, dusty road down which they 
bad driven, was ending now in a narrow, 
sloping lane, hedged in on either side with 
hawthorns and wild plum trees. Through 
these, the August sunshine was beginning 
to slant now, and from a distant wood there 
came a faint sound of fluting and piping, 
as if the blackbirds were thinking of 
tuning up for their evening carols. 

A sudden, sharp curve in this lane 
brought them in sight of East Downes, a 
tiny hamlet of about thirty cottages, domi¬ 
nated by the steeple of a church of early 
'English architecture. Adjoining the church 
"was the vicarage, a goodly-sized house, with 
extensive grounds, and in a lane running 
alongside these grounds were situated the 
village schools and the schoolmistress’s 
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house. The latter was simply a four-roomed 
cottage, standing in a pretty garden, with 
cluster roses and honeysuckle, now in the 
fulness of their August glory, climbing up¬ 
wards to its very roof. 

Outside this cottage Mr. Clampe drew 
rein. 

“ If you’ll give me five minutes’ grace,” 
he said, “ I’ll go in and tell the good 
woman that I have brought her, as a 
lodger, a friend of mine, who is anxious to 
get away for a time from the noise and 
glare of Brighton. Of course, the story of 
the stolen cheque is all over the place, but 
I don’t think anyone has, at present, con¬ 
nected me with the affair. I am supposed 
to be a gentleman from Brighton, who 
is anxious to buy a horse the Vicar wishes 
to sell, and who can’t quite arrange terms 
with him.” 

While Loveday waited outside in the 
cart, an open carriage drove past and 
then.in through the vicarage gates. In 
the carriage were seated a gentleman 
and lady whom, from the respectful 
greetings they received from the village 
children, she conjectured to be the Rev. 
Charles and Mrs. Turner. Mr. Turner 
was sanguine-complexioned, red-haired, 
and wore a distinctly troubled expression 
of countenance. With Mrs. Turner’s 
appearance Loveday was not favourably 
impressed. Although a decidedly hand¬ 
some woman, she was hard-featured and 
had a scornful curl to her upper lip. She 
was dressed in the extreme of London 
fashion. 

They threw a look of enquiry at Love¬ 
day as they passed, and she felt sure that 
enquiries as to the latest addition to Mrs. 
Brown’s menage would soon be afloat in 
the village. 

Mr. Clampe speedily returned, saying 
that Mrs. Brown was only too delighted 
to get her spa re-room occupied. He 
whispered a hint as they made their way 
up to the cottage door between borders 
thickly planted with stocks and mig¬ 
nonette. 

It was: 

“Don’t ask her any questions, or she’ll 
draw herself up as straight as a ramrod, 
and say she never listens to gossip of any 
sort. But just let her alone, and she’ll run 
on like a mill-stream, and tell you as 
much as you’ll want to know about every¬ 
one and everything. She and the village 
postmistress are great friends, and 
between them they contrive to know 
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pretty much what goes on inside every 
house in the place. 

Mrs. Brown was a stout, rosy-cheeked 
woman of about fifty, neatly dressed in a 
dark stuff gown with a big white cap and 
apron. She welcomed Loveday respect¬ 
fully, and introduced, evidently with a 
little pride, her daughter, the village school¬ 
mistress, a well-spoken young woman of 
about eight-and-twenty. 

Mr. Clampe departed with his dog-cart 
to the village inn, announcing his 
intention of calling on Loveday at the 
cottage on the following morning before 
he returned to Brighton. 

Miss Brown also departed, saying she 
would prepare tea. Left alone with 
Loveday, Mrs. Brown speedily unloosed 
her tongue. She had a dozen ques¬ 
tions to ask respecting Mr. Clampe 
and his business in the village. Now, 
was it true that he had come to East 
Downes for the whole and sole purpose of 
buying one of the Vicar's horses ?' She 
had heard it whispered that he had been 
sent by the police to watch the servants 
at the vicarage. She hoped it was not 
true, for a more respectable set of servants 
were not to be met with in any house, far 
or near. Had Miss Brooke heard about 
that Jost cheque ? Such a terrible affair ! 



She had been told that the story of it had 
reached London. Now, had Miss Brooke 
seen an account of it in any of the 
London papers ? 

Here a reply from Loveday in the 
negative formed a sufficient excuse for 
relating with elaborate detail the story of 
the stolen cheque. Except in its elaborate¬ 
ness of detail, it differed but little from the 
one Loveday had already heard. 

She listened patiently, bearing in mind 
Mr. Clampe’s hint, and asking no ques¬ 
tions. And when, in about a quarter of 
an hour’s time, Miss Brown came in with 
the tea-tray in her hand, Loveday could 
have passed an examination in the events 
of the daily family life at the vicarage. 
She could have answered questions as to 
the ill-assortedness of the newly-married 
couple ; she knew that they wrangled from 
morning till night; that the chief subjects 
of their disagreement were religion and 
money matters; that the Vicar was hot- 
tempered, and said whatever came to the 
tip of his tongue; that the beautiful young 
wife, though slower of speech, was scathing 
and sarcastic, and that, in addition, she 
was wildly extravagant and threw money 
away in all directions. 

In addition to these interesting facts, 
Loveday could have undertaken to supply 
information respecting the number of ser¬ 
vants at the vicarage, together with their 
names, ages and respective duties. 

During tea, conversation flagged some¬ 
what ; Miss Brown’s presence evidently 
acted repressively on her mother, and it 
was not until the meal was over and Love¬ 
day was being shown to her room by Mrs. 
Brown that opportunity to continue the 
talk was found. 

Loveday opened the ball by remarking 
on the fact that no Dissenting chapel was 
to be found in the village. 

“ Generally, wherever there is a handful 
of cottages, we find a church at one end 
and a chapel at the other,” she said; “but 
here, willy-nilly, one must go to church.” 

“ Do you belong to chapel, ma’am ? ” 
was Mrs. Brown’s reply. “ Old Mrs. 
Turner, the Vicar’s mother, who died over 
a year ago, was so ‘ low ’ she was almost 
chapel, and used often to drive over to 
Brighton to attend the Countess of Hun¬ 
tingdon's church. People used to say that 
was bad enough in the Vicar’s mother; 
but what was it compared with what goes 
on now—the Vicar’s wife driving regularly 
every Sunday into Brighton to a Catholic 
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Church to say her prayers to candles and 
images ? I’m glad you like the room, 
ma’am. Feather bolster, feather pillows, 
do you see, ma’am ? I’ve nothing in the 
way of flock or wool on either of my beds 
to make people’s heads ache.” Here Mrs. 
Brown, by way of emphasis, patted and 
pinched the fat pillows and bolster showing 
above the spotless white counterpane. 

Loveday stood at the cottage window 
drinking in the sweetness of the country 
air, laden now with the heavy evening 
scents of carnation and jessamine. Across 
the road, from the vicarage, came the loud 
clanging of a dinner-gong, and almost 
simultaneously the church clock 
chimed the hour—seven o’clock. 

“ Who is that person coming 
up the lane ? ” asked Loveday, 
her attention suddenly attracted 
by a tall, thin figure, dressed in 
shabby black, with a large, 
dowdyish bonnet, and carrying 
a basket in her hand as if she 
were returning from some 
errand. Mrs. Brown peeped 
over Loveday’s shoulder. 

“ Ah, that’s the peculiar 
young woman I was telling 
you about, ma’am — Maria 
Lisle, who used to be old Mrs. 

Turner’s maid. Not that she 
is over young now ; she’s five- 
and-thirty if she’s a day. The 
Vicar kept her on to be his 
wife’s maid after the old lady 
died, but young Mrs. Turner 
will have nothing to do with 
her, she’s not good enough for 
her; so Mr. Turner is just pay¬ 
ing her ^30 a-year for doing 
nothing. And what Maria does 
with all that money it would be 
hard to say. She doesn’t spend 
it on dress, that’s certain, and she hasn’t 
kith nor kin, not a soul belonging to her to 
give a penny to.” 

“ Perhaps she gives it to charities in 
Brighton. There are plenty of outlets for 
money there.” 

“She may,” said Mrs. Brown dubiously; 
“ she is always going to Brighton when¬ 
ever she gets a chance. She used to be a 
Wesleyan in old Mrs. Turner’s time, and 
went regularly to all the revival meetings 
for miles round ; what she is now, it would 
be hard to say. Where she goes to church 
in Brighton, no one knows. She drives 
over with Mrs. Turner every Sunday, but 
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everyone knows nothing would induce her 
to go near the candles and images. 
Thomas—that’s the coachman—says he 
puts her down at the corner of a dirty 
little street in mid-Brighton, and there he 
picks her up again after he has fetched 
Mrs. Turner from her church. No, there’s 
something very queer in her ways.” 

Maria passed in through the lodge gates 
of the vicarage. She walked with her 
head bent, her eyes cast down to the 
ground. 

“ Something very queer in her ways,” 
repeated Mrs. Brown. “She never speaks 
to a soul unless they speak first to her, 
and gets by herself on every 
possible opportunity. Do you 
see that old summer-house over 
there in the vicarage grounds 
—it stands between the orchard 
and kitchen garden—well, every 
evening at sunset, out comes 
Maria and disappears into it, 
and there she stays for over an 
hour at a time. And what 
she does there goodness only 
knows! ” 

“ Perhaps she keeps books 
there, and studies.” 

“ Studies ! My daughter 
showed her some new books 
that had come down for the 
fifth standard the other day, 
and Maria turned upon her and 
said quite sharply that there 
was only one book in the whole 
world that people ought to 
study, and that book was the 
Bible.” 

“ How pretty those vicarage 
gardens are,” said Loveday, a 
little abruptly. “ Does the 
Vicar ever allow people to see 
them ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, miss ; he doesn’t at all 
mind people taking a walk round them. 
Only yesterday 'he said to me, ‘Mrs. 
Brown, if ever you feel yourself circum¬ 
scribed ’—yes, ‘ circumscribed ’ was the 
word—just walk out of your garden-gate 
and in at mine and enjoy yourself at your 
leisure among my fruit-trees.’ Not that I 
would like to take advantage of his kind¬ 
ness and make too free ; but if you’d care, 
ma’am, to go for a walk through the 
grounds, I’ll go with you with pleasure. 
There’s a wonderful old cedar hard by the 
pond people have come ever so far to see.” 

“ It’s that old summer-house and little 
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bit of orchard that fascinate me,” said 
Loveday, putting on her hat. 

“We shall frighten Maria to death if 
she sees us so near her haunt," said Mrs. 
Brown as she led the way downstairs. 
“ This way, if you please, ma'am, the 
kitchen-garden leads . straight into the 
orchard.” 

Twilight was deepening rapidly into 
night now. Bird notes had ceased, the 
whirr of insects, the croaking of a distant 
frog were the only sounds that broke the 
evening stillness. 

As Mrs. Brown swung back the gate 
that divided the kitchen-garden from the 
orchard, the gaunt, black figure of Maria 
Lisle was seen approaching in an opposite 
direction. 

“ Well, really, I don’t see why she 
should expect to have the orchard all to 
herself every evening,” said Mrs. Brown, 
with a little toss of her head. “ Mind the 
gooseberry bushes, ma’am, they do catch 
at your clothes so. My word! what a 
fine show of fruit the Vicar has this year ! 
I never saw pear trees more laden ! ” 

They were now in the “ bit of orchard ” 
to be seen from the cottage windows. As 
they rounded the corner of the path in 
which the old summer-house stood, Maria 
Lisle turned itscornerat the farther end, and 
suddenly found herself almost face to face 
with them. If her eyes and not been so 
persistently fastened on the ground, she 
would have noted the approach of the in¬ 
truders as quickly as they had noted hers. 
Now, as she saw them for the first time, 
she gave a sudden start, paused for a 
moment irresolutely, and then turned 
sharply and walked rapidly away in an 
opposite direction. 

“ Maria, Maria ! ” called Mrs. Brown, 
don’t run away; we sha’n’t stay here for 
more than a minute or so.” 

Her words met with no response. The 
woman did not so much as turn her head. 

Loveday stood at the entrance of the 
old summer-house. It was considerably 
out of repair, and most probably was never 
entered by anyone save Maria Lisle, its 
unswept, undusted condition suggesting 
colonies of spiders and other creeping 
things within. 

Loveday braved them all and took her 
seat on the bench that ran round the 
little place in a semi-circle. 

“ Do try and overtake the girl, and tell 
her we shall be gone in a minute,” she 
said, addressing Mrs. Brown. “ I will 


wait here meanwhile. I am so sorry to 
have frightened her away in that fashion.” 

Mrs. Brown, under protest, and with a 
little grumble at the ridiculousness of 
“ people who couldn’t look other people in 
the face,” set off in pursuit of Maria. 

It was getting dim inside the summer¬ 
house now. There was, however, suffi¬ 
cient light to enable Loveday to discover 



a small packet of books lying in a corner 
of the bench on which she sat. 

One by one she took them in her hand 
and closely scrutinized them. The first 
was a much read and pencil-marked Bible; 
the others were respectively, a “congrega¬ 
tional hymn-book,” a book in a paper 
cover, on which was printed a flaming 
picture of a red and yellow angel, pouring 
blood and fire from out a big black bottle, 
and entitled “ The End of the Age,” and 
a smaller book, also in a paper cover, on 
which was depicted a huge black horse, 
snorting fire and brimstone into ochre- 
coloured clouds. This book was entitled 
“ The Year Book of the Saints,” and was 
simply a ruled diary with sensational 
mottoes for every day in the year. In 
parts, this diary was filled in with large 
and very untidy handwriting. 

In these books seemed to lie the ex¬ 
planation of Maria Lisle’s love of evening 
solitude and the lonely old summer-house. 

Mrs. Brown pursued Maria to the ser- 
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vants’ entrance to the house, but could 
not overtake her, the girl making good her 
retreat there. 

She returned to Loveday a little hot, a 
little breathless and a little out of temper. 
It was all so absurd, she said; why 
couldn’t the woman have stayed and had a 
chat with them ? It wasn’t as if she would 
get any harm out of the talk ; she knew as 
well as everyone else in the village that 
she (Mrs. Brown) was no idle gossip, tittle- 
tattling over other people’s affairs. 

But here Loveday, a little sharply, cut 
short her meanderings. 

“ Mrs. Brown,” she said, and to Mrs. 
Brown’s fancy her voice and manner had 
entirely changed from that of the pleasant, 
chatty lady of half-an-hour ago, “ I’m 
sorry to say it will be impossible for me to 
stay even one night in your pleasant home. 
I have just recollected some important 
business that I must transact in Brighton 
to-night. I haven’t unpacked my porte- 
manteau, so if you’ll kindly have it taken 
to your garden-gate, I’ll call for it as we 
drive past—I am going now, at once, to 
the inn, to see if Mr. Clampe can drive 
me back into Brighton to-night.” _ 

Mrs. Brown had no words ready where¬ 
with to express her astonishment, and 
Loveday assuredly gave her no time to 
hunt for them. Ten minutes later saw 
her rousing Mr. Clampe from a comfort¬ 
able supper, to which he had just settled 
himself, with the surprising announcement 
that she must get back to Brighton with 
as little delay as possible ; now, would he 
be good enough to drive her there ? 

“ We’ll have a pair if they are to be had,” 
she added. “ The road is good; it will 
be moonlight in a quarter of an hour ; we 
ought to do it in less than half the time we 
took coming.” 

While a phaeton and pair were being got 
ready, Loveday had time for a few words 
of explanation. 

Maria Lisle’s diary in the old summer¬ 
house had given her the last of the links in 
her chain of evidence that was to bring the 
theft of the cheque home to the criminal. 

“ It will be best to drive straight to the 
police station,” she said ; “ they must take 
out three warrants, one for Maria Lisle, 
and two others respectively for Richard 
Steele, late Wesleyan minister of a chapel 
in Gordon Street, Brighton, and John 
Rogers, formerly elder of the same chapel. 
And let me tell you,” she added with a 
little smile, “that these three worthies 


would most likely have been left at large 
to carry on their depredations for s^me 
little time to come if it had not b^en 
for that ridiculous ghost in Fountain 
Lane.” 

More than this there was not time to 
add, and when, a few minutes later, the 
two were rattling along the road to 
Brighton, the presence of the man, whom 
they were forced to take with them in 
order to bring back the horses to Las'; 
Downes, prevented any but the most jerky 
and fragmentary of additions to this brief 
explanation. 

“ I very much fear that John Rogers 
has bolted,” once Loveday whispered under 
her breath. 

And again, a little later, when a smooth 
bit of road admitted of low-voiced talk, sh 3 
said : 

“ We can’t wait for the warrant for 
Steele; they must follow us with it to 15, 
Draycott Street.” 

“ But I want to know about the ghost,” 
said Mr. Clampe; “I am deeply interested 
in that ‘ ridiculous ghost.’ ” 

“Wait till we get to 15, Draycott 
Street,” was Loveday’s reply; “when 
you’ve been there, I feel sure you will 
understand everything.” 

Church clocks were chiming a quarter 
to nine as they drove through Kemp 
Town at a pace that made the passers-by 
imagine they must be bound on an errand 
of life and death. 

Loveday did not alight at the police 
station, and five minutes’ talk with the 
inspector in charge there was all that Mr. 
Clampe required to put things en train for 
the arrest of the three criminals. 

It had evidently been an “excursionists’ 
day ” at Brighton. The streets leading to 
the railway station were thronged, and 
their progress along the bye streets was 
impeded by the overflow of traffic from the 
main road. 

“ We shall get along better on foot; 
Draycott Street is only a stone’s throw 
from here,” said Loveday; “there’s a 
turning on the north side of Western Road 
that will bring us straight into it.” 

So they dismissed their trap, and Love- 
da}^ acting as cicerone still, led the way 
through narrow turnings into the district, 
half town, half country, that skirts the 
road leading to the Dyke. 

Draycott Street was not difficult to find. 
It consisted of two rows of newly-built 
houses of the eight-roomed, lodging-letting 
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order. A dim light shone from the first- 
floor windows of number fifteen, but the 
lower window was dark and uncurtained, 
and a board hanging from its balcony rails 
proclaimed that it was “to let unfurn¬ 
ished.” The door of the house stood 
slightly ajar, and pushing it open, Love- 
day. led the way up a flight of stairs—- 
lighted halfway up with a paraffin lamp— 
to the first floor. 

“ I know the way. I was here this 
afternoon,” she whispered to her com¬ 
panion. “ This is the last lecture he will 
give before he starts for Judaea; or, in 
other words, bolts with the money he has 
managed to conjure from 
other people’s purses into 
his own.” 

The door of the room for 
which they were making, 
on the first floor, stood 
open, possibly on account 
of the heat. It laid bare 
to view a double row of 
forms, on which were 
seated some eight or ten 
persons in the attitude of 
all - absorbed listeners. 

Their faces were up¬ 
turned, as if fixed on a 
preacher at the farther 
end of the room, and wore 
that expression of rapt, 
painful interest that is 
sometimes seen on the 
faces of a congregation 
of revivalists before the 
smouldering excitement 
bursts into flame. 

As Loveday and her ' 

companion mounted the 
last of the flight of stairs, 
the voice of the preacher * m *m bo 

—full, arrestive, resonant 
—fell upon their ear; and, standing on the 
small outside landing, it was possible to 
catch a glimpse of that preacher through 
the crack of the half-opened door. 

He was a tall, dignified-looking man, Of 
about five-and-forty, with a close crop of 
white hair, black eye-brows and remark¬ 
ably luminous and expressive eyes. Alto¬ 
gether his appearance matched his voice : 
it was emphatically that of a man born to 
sway, lead, govern the multitude. 

A boy came out of an adjoining room 
and asked Loveday respectfully if she 
would not like to go in and hear the lec¬ 
ture. She shook her head. 



“ I could not stand the heat,” she said. 
“ Kindly bring us chairs here.” 

The lecture was evidently drawing to a 
close now, and Loveday and Mr. Clampe, 
as they sat outside listening, could not 
resist an occasional thrill of admiration at 
the skilful manner in which the preacher 
led his hearers from one figure of rhetoric 
to another, until the oratorical climax was 
reached. 

“ That man is a born orator," whispered 
Loveday ; “ and in addition to the power 
of the voice has the power of the eye. 
That audience is as completely hypnotised 
by him as if they had surrendered them¬ 
selves to a professional 
mesmerist.” 

To judge from the por¬ 
tion of the discourse that 
fell upon their ear, the 
preacher was a member 
of one of the many sects 
known under the generic 
name, “Millenarian.” 
His topic was Apollyon 
and the great battle of 
Armageddon. This he 
described as vividly as if 
it were being fought out 
under his very eye, and it 
would scarcely be an ex¬ 
aggeration to say that he 
made the cannon roar in 
the ears of his listeners 
and the tortured cries of 
the wounded wail in 
them. He drew an ap¬ 
palling picture of the 
carnage of that battle¬ 
field, of the blood flow¬ 
ing like a river across the 
plain, of the mangled 
men and horses, with 
the birds of prey 
swooping down from all quarters, and the 
stealthy tigers and leopards creeping out 
from their mountain lairs. “ And all this 
time,” he said, suddenly raising his voice 
from a whisper to a full, thrilling tone, 
“ gazing calmly down upon the field of 
slaughter, with bent brows and folded arms, 
stands the imperial Apollyon. Apollyon 
did I say? No, I will give him his right 
name, the name in which he will stand re¬ 
vealed in that dread day, Napoleon! A 
Napoleon it will be who, in that day, will 
stand as the embodiment of Satanic ma¬ 
jesty. Out of the mists suddenly he will 
walk, a tall, dark figure, with frowning 
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brows and firm-set lips, a man to rule, a 
man to drive, a man to kill! Apollyon the 
mighty, Napoleon the imperial, they are 
one and the same-” 

Here a sob and a choking cry from one 
of the women in the front seats inter¬ 
rupted the discourse and sent the small 
boy who acted as verger into the room 
with a glass of water. 

“ That sermon has been preached 
before,” said Loveday. “ Now can you 
not understand the origin of the ghost in 
Fountain Lane ? ” 

“Hysterics are catching, there’s another 
woman off now,” said Mr. Clampe ; “ it’s 
high time this sort of thing was put a stop 
to. Pearson ought to be here in another 
minute with his warrant.” 

The words had scarcely passed his lips 
before heavy steps mounting the stairs 
announced that Pearson and his warrant 
were at hand. 

“ I don’t think I can be of any further 
use,” said Loveday, rising to depart. “ If 
you like to come to me to-morrow morning 
at my hotel at ten o’clock I will tell you, 
step by step, how I came to connect a 
stolen cheque with a ‘ridiculous ghost.’” 

“ We had a tussle—he showed fight at 
first,” said Mr. Clampe, when, precisely 
at ten o’clock the next morning, he called 
upon Miss Brooke at the Metropole. “ If 
he had had time to get his wits together 
and had called some of the men in that 
room to the rescue, I verily believe we 
should have been roughly handled and he 
might have slipped through our fingers 
after all. It’s wonderful what power these 
‘born orators,’ as you call them, have 
over minds of a certain order.” 

“ Ah, yes,” answered Loveday thought¬ 
fully ; “ we talk glibly enough about 
‘magnetic influence,’ but scarcely realise 
how literally true the phrase is. It is my 
firm opinion that the ‘ leaders of men,’ as 
they are called, have as absolute and 
genuine hypnotic power as any modern 
French expert, although perhaps it may 
be less consciously exercised. Now tell 
me about Rogers and Maria Lisle.” 

“ Rogers had bolted, as you expected 
he would have done, with the six hundred 
pounds he had been good enough to cash 
for his reverend colleague. Ostensibly he 
had started for Judea to collect the elect, 
as he phrased it, under one banner. In 
reality, he has sailed for New York, where, 
thanks to the cable, he will be arrested on 


his arrival and sent back by return packet. 
Maria Lisle was arrested this morning on 
a charge of having stolen the cheque from 
Mrs. Turner. By the way, Miss Brooke, 
I think it is almost a pity you didn’t take 
possession of her diary when you had the 
chance. It would have been invaluable 
evidence against her and her rascally 
colleagues.” 

“ I did not see the slightest necessity 
for so doing. Remember, she is not one 
of the criminal classes, but a religious en¬ 
thusiast, and when put upon her defence 
will at once confess and plead religious 
conviction as an extenuating circumstance 
—at least, if she is well advised she will 
do so. I never read anything that laid 
bare more frankly than did this diary the 
mischief that the sensational teaching of 
these millenarians is doing at the present 
moment. But I must not take up your 
time with moralising. I know you are 
anxious to learn what, in the first instance, 
led me to identify a millenarian preacher 
with a receiver of stolen property. 

“Yes, that’s it; I want toknowabout the 
ghost: that’s the point that interests me.” 
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“Very well. As I told you yesterday 
afternoon, the first thing that struck me 
as remarkable in this ghost story was the 
soldierly character of the ghost. One ex¬ 
pects emotionally religious people like 
Freer and his wife to see visions, but one 
also expects those visions to partake of the 
nature of those emotions, and to be some¬ 
what shadowy and ecstatic. It seemed to 
me certain that this Napoleonic ghost must 
have some sort of religious significance to 
these people. This conviction it was that 
set my thoughts running in the direction 
of the millenarians, who have attached a 
religious significance (although not a polite 
one) to the name of Napoleon by embody¬ 
ing the evil Apollyon in the person of a 
descendant of the great Emperor, and en¬ 
dowing him with all the qualities of his 
illustrious ancestor. I called upon the 
Freers, ordered a pair of boots, and while 
the man was taking my measure, I asked 
him a few very pointed questions on these 
millenarian notions. The man prevari¬ 
cated a good deal at first, but at length 
was driven to admit that he and his wife 
were millenarians at heart, that, in fact, 
the prayer meeting at which the Napo¬ 
leonic ghost had made its first appearance 
was a millenarian one, held by a man who 
had at one time been a Wesleyan preacher 
in the chapel in Gordon Street, but who 
had been dismissed from his charge there 
because his teaching had been held to be 
unsound. Freer further stated that this 
man had been so much liked that many 
members of the congregation seized every 
opportunity that presented itself of attend¬ 
ing his ministrations, some openly, others, 
like himself and his wife, secretly, lest they 
might give offence to the elders and minis¬ 
ters of their chapel.” 

“ And the bootmaking connection suffer 
proportionately,” laughed Mr. Clampe. 

“ Precisely. A visit to the Wesleyan 
chapel in Gordon Street and a talk with 
the chapel attendant enabled me to com¬ 
plete the history of this inhibited preacher, 
the Rev. Richard Steele. From this 
attendant I ascertained that a certain elder 
of their chapel, John Rogers by name, had 
seceded from their communion, thrown in 
his lot with Richard Steele, and that the 
two together were now going about the 
country preaching that the world would 
come to an end on Thursday, April nth, 
iyoi, and that five years before this event, 
viz., on the 5th of March, 1896, one hun¬ 
dred and forty-four thousand living saints 


would be caught up to heaven. They 
furthermore announced that this transla¬ 
tion would take place in the land of Judaea, 
that, shortly, saints from all parts of the 
world would be hastening thither, and that 
in view of this event a society had been 
formed to provide homes—a series, I sup¬ 
pose—for the multitudes who would other 
wise be homeless. Also (a very vital 
point this), that subscriptions to this society 
■would be gladly received by either gentle¬ 
man. I had arrived so far in my ghost 
enquiry when you came to me, bringing the 
stolen cheque with its pencilled figures, 
144,000.” 

“ Ah, I begin to see ! ” murmured Mr. 
Clampe. 

“ It immediately occurred to me that 
the man who could make persons see an 
embodiment of his thought at will, would 
have very little difficulty in influencing 
other equally receptive minds to a breach 
of the ten commandments. The world, it 
seems to me, abounds in people who are 
little more than blank sheets of paper, on 
which a strong hand may transcribe what 
it will — hysteric subjects, the doctors 
would call them; hypnotic subjects others 
would say; really the line that divides the 
hysteric condition from the hypnotic is a 
very hazy one. So now, when I saw your 
stolen cheque, I said to myself, ‘ there is a 
sheet of blank paper somewhere in that 
country vicarage, the thing is to find it 
out.’ ” 

“Ah, good Mrs. Brown’s gossip made 
your work easy to you there.” 

“ It did. She not only gave me a com¬ 
plete summary of the history of the 
people within the vicarage walls, but she 
put so many graphic touches to that 
history that they lived and moved before 
me. For instance, she told me that 
Maria Lisle was in the habit of speaking 
of Mrs. Turner as a ‘ Child of the Scarlet 
Woman,’ a * Daughter of Babylon,’ and 
gave me various other minute particulars, 
which enabled me, so to speak, to see 
Maria Lisle going about her daily duties, 
rendering her mistress reluctant service, 
hating her in her heart as a member of a 
corrupt faith, and thinking she was doing 
God service by despoiling her of some of 
her wealth, in order to devote it to what 
seemed to her a holy cause. I would like 
here to read to you two entries which I 
copied from her diary under dates 
respectively, August 3rd (the day the 
cheque was lost), and August 7th (the 
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following Sunday), when Maria no doubt 
found opportunity to meet Steele at some 
prayer-meeting in Brighton.” 

Here Loveday produced her note-book 
and read from it as follows : 

“ ‘To-day I have spoiled the Egyptians ! 
Taken from a Daughter of Babylon that 
which would go to increase the power of 
the Beast! ’ 

“ And again, under date August 7th, she 
writes: 

“ ‘ I have handed to-day to my beloved 
pastor that of which I despoiled a 
Daughter of Babylon. It was blank, but 
he told me he would fill it in so that 
144,000 of the elect would be each the 
richer by one penny. Blessed thought! 
this is the doing of my most unworthy 
hand.’ 

“ A wonderful farrago, that diary of 
distorted Scriptural phraseology — wild 
eulogies on the beloved pastor, and 
morbid ecstatics, such as one would think 
could be the outcome only of a diseased 
brain. It seems to me that Portland or 
Broadmoor, and the ministrations of a 
sober-minded chaplain, may be about the 
happiest thing that could befall Maria 
Lisle at this period of her career. I think 
I ought to mention in this connection that 
when at the religious service yesterday 
afternoon (to attend which I slightly post¬ 
poned my drive to East Downes), I heard 
Steele pronounce a fervid eulogy on those 
who had 
strengthened 
his hands for 
the fight 
which he 
knew it 
would short¬ 
ly fall to his 
lot to wage 
against Apol- 
lyon, I did 
not wonder 
at weak- 
minded per- 
s o n s like 
Maria Lisle, 
swayed by 
such e 1 o- 
quence, set¬ 
ting up new 
standards of 
right and 
wrong for 
themselves.’ 

“ Miss 
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Brooke, another question or two. Can 
you in any way account for the sudden 
payment of Mrs. Turner’s debts—a cir¬ 
cumstance that led me a little astray in the 
first instance ? ” 

“ Mrs. Brown explained the matter 
easily enough. She said that a day or two 
back, when she was walking on the other 
side of the vicarage hedge, and the hus¬ 
band and wife in the garden were squab¬ 
bling as usual over money-matters, she 
heard Mr. Turner say indignantly, ‘ only 
a week or two ago I gave you nearly ^"500 
to pay your debts in Brighton, and now 
there comes another bill.’ ” 

“ Ah, that makes it plain enough. One 
more question and I have done. I have no 
doubt there’s something in your theory of 
the hypnotic power (unconsciously exer¬ 
cised) of such men as Richard Steele, 
although, at the same time, it seems to me 
a trifle far-fetched and fanciful. But even 
admitting it, I don’t see how you account 
for the girl, Martha Watts, seeing the ghost. 
She was not present at the prayer-meeting 
which called the ghost into being, nor 
does she appear in any way to have come 
into contact with the Rev. Richard 
Steele.” 

“ Don’t you think that ghost-seeing is 
quite as catching as scarlet - fever or 
measles ? ” answered Loveday, with a 
little smile. “ Let one member of a family 
see a much individualized and easily 
described 
ghost, such 
as the one 
these good 
people saw, 
and ten to 
one others 
in the same 
house will 
see it before 
the week is 
over. We 
are all in 
the habit of 
asserting 
that ‘ seeing 
is believing.’ 
Don’t you 
think the 
converse of 
the saying is 
true also, 
and that 
‘believing is 
seeing ? ’ 



11 SQUABBLING AS USUAL.” 




I T has been asserted that one cannot 
hold intercourse with that which is 
generally called the Unseen World, 
or behold anything supernatural, and live; 
but these ideas, from my own experience, 
I am inclined to doubt. 

In the year subsequent to the great 
Bengal mutiny, I found myself at home 
on sick leave. My health had been in¬ 
jured by service in India, and by our 
sufferings consequent on the revolt; while 
my nervous system had been so seriously 
shaken by a grape-shot wound received at 
Lucknow, that it was completely changed, 
and I became cognizant of many things 
so utterly new to me, and so bewildering, 
that until I read Baron Reichenbach's 
work on magnetism and crystallism, I 
feared that I was becoming insane. I 
was sensible of the power of a magnet 
over me, though it might be three rooms 
distant, and twice, in darkness which 
seemed perfect to others, my room became 
filled with light ; but the Baron holds that 
darkness is full of light, and that to in¬ 
crease the sensitiveness of the visual 
organs is to render that rare and dissi¬ 
pated light susceptible, with all that it 
may contain. 


I was now compelled to acknowledge 
the existence of that new power in nature 
which the Baron calls the Odic Light, 
and of many other phenomena that are 
described in “ Der Geist in der Natur,” 
of Christian Oersted—the understanding 
that pervades all things. 

But to my story. 

Nearly a year had elapsed since 
the mutiny. The massacres at Delhi, 
Lucknow, Cawnpore and elsewhere had 
been fearfully avenged by that army of 
retribution which marched from Umbal- 
lah, and I found myself in London, en¬ 
feebled, enervated and, as the saying is, 
“ weak as a child.” The bustle of the 
great capital stunned and bewildered me ; 
thus I gladly accepted a hearty invitation 
which I received from Sidney Warren, 
one of “ ours,” but latterly of the Staff 
Corps, to spend a few weeks—months if I 
chose—at his place in Herts: a fine oid 
house of the Tudor times, approached 
from the London Road by an avenue that 
was a grand triumphal arch of nature's 
own creation, with lofty interlacing 
boughs and hanging foliage. 

Who, thought I, that was lord of such 
a place, could dream of broiling in India 
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— of sweltering in the white washed bar¬ 
rack at Dumdum, or the thatched 
cantonments of Delhi or Meerut! 

My friend came hurrying forth to meet 

“ How goes it, old fellow ? Welcome 
to my new quarters,” he exclaimed. 

“ Well Sidney, old man, how are 
you ? ” 

Then we grasped each other’s hands as 
only brother soldiers do. 

I found Warren, whom I had not seen 
since the commencement of the revolt, 
nearly as much changed and shattered in 
constitution as myself; but I knew that 
he had lost those whoi he loved most in 
the world amid the mas¬ 
sacre at Meerut. He 
ceived me, however, with 
all the warmth of an old 
comrade, for we had a 
thousand topics in com¬ 
mon to con over; while 
the regiment, which 
neither of us might ever 
see again — he certainly 
not, as he had sold out— 
would prove an endless 
source of conversation. 

Sidney Warren was in 
his fortieth year, but look¬ 
ed considerably older. His 
once dark hair and coal- 
black moustache were 
quite grizzled now. The 
expression of his 
face was one of in¬ 
tense sadness, as if 
some secret grief 
consumed him; 
while there was a 
weird and far-see¬ 
ing expression that 
Ld me to fear he was not fated to be long 
in this world. Yet he had gone through 
the storm of the Indian war without 
receiving even a scratch. Why was 
this ? 

Before I had spent two days with Sid¬ 
ney, he had shown me all the objects of 
interest around the Warren and in it—the 
poi trait gallery, with its courtiers in high 
ruffs, and dames in the long stomachers 
of one period and decollttec dresses of 
another; his collection of Indian anti¬ 
quities, amassed at the plundering of 
Delhi, and those which were more inter¬ 
esting to me—ponderous suits of mail 
which had been hacked and battered in 


283 

the wars of the Roses, and a torn pennon 
unfurled by Warren’s troop of horse, “ for 
God and the King,” at Naseby. 

But there was one object which he 
would neither show nor permit me to look 
upon, and which seemed to make him 
shiver or shudder whenever it caught his 
eye, and this was a picture of some kind 
in the library—a room he very rarely 
entered. It was the size of a life-portrait, 
but covered closely by a green-baize hang¬ 
ing. Good taste compelled me to desist 
from talking to him on the subject, but I 
resolved to gratify my curiosity on the 
first convenient occasion ; so one day, 
when he was absent at the stable court, 


WELCOME TO MY QUARTERS. 

I drew back the hanging of this mysterious 
picture. 

It proved to be the full-length portrait 
of a very beautiful girl—a proud and 
stately one, too—bordering on blooming 
womanhood. Her features were clearly 
cut and classic ; she had an olive-coloured 
complexion that seemed to tell of another 
land than England, yet the type of her 
rare beauty was purely English. Her 
forehead was broad and low; her dark 
eyes, that seemed to haunt and follow me, 
were deeply set, with black brows well 
defined ; her chin was rather massive, as 
if indicating resolution of character, yet 
the soft, ripe lips were full of sweetness; 
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while the gorgeous coils of her dark hair 
were crisp and wavy. Her atlire was a 
green riding-habit, the skirt of which was 
gathered in her left hand, while the right 
grasped the bridle of her horse. 

It was not a portrait of his wife, whom 
I remember to have been a fair-haired 
little woman ; so who was this mysterious 
lady ? I cannot describe the emotion 
this portrait excited within me; but I 
started and let fall the curtain with a dis¬ 
tinct sensation of someone, or something I 
could not see, being close beside me ; so 
I hurried from the shady library into the 
sunshine. Lovely though the face—I can 
see it yet in all its details - it haunted me 
with an unpleasant pertinacity, impossible 
either to analyse or portray. But I was 
a creature of fancies then. 

“ Herein,” thought I, “ lurks some 
mystery which may never be cleared up 
to me.” But in this surmise I was wrong, 
for one night—the night of Sunday, the 
10th of May, the first anniversary of the out¬ 
break at Meerut, after we had discussed 
an excellent dinner, with a 
bottle or two of Moselle, 
and betaken us to iced 
brandy pawnee (for so we 
still loved to call it), and to 
the “ soothing weed,” on 
the sofas of the smoking- 
room, Warren became sud¬ 
denly seized by one of those 
confidential fits which many 
men unaccountably have at 
such times, and, while he 
unsparingly and bitterly re¬ 
proached himself for the 
part he had acted in it, I 
drew from him, little by 
little, the secret story of his 
life. 

Some ten years before 
those days of which I write, 
when in the Guards, and 
deeply dipped in debt by 
extravagance, he had, un¬ 
known to his family, mar¬ 
ried secretly a beautiful girl, 
who was penniless, at the 
very time his friends were 
seeking to retrieve his for¬ 
tune by a wealthy alliance. 

An exchange into the Line 
—“ the sliding scale ”—be¬ 
came necessary, thus he was 
gazetted to our regiment in 
India, at a period when his 


young wife was in extremely delicate 
health ; so much so that the idea of her 
voyaging round the Cape—there were no 
P. and O. Liners then—was not to be 
thought of, as it was expressly forbidden 
by the medical men ; so they were to be 
separated for a time ; and that time of 
parting, so dreaded by Constance, came 
inexorably. 

The last fatal evening came—the last 
Sidney was to spend with her. His 
strapped overlands and bullock-trunks, 
his sword and cap, both cased, were al¬ 
ready in the entrance hall; the morrow's 
morning would see him off by the train for 
Southampton, a. d his place would be 
vacant, and she should see his fond hazel 
eyes no more. 

“ Tears again ! ” said he, almost im¬ 
patiently, while tenderly caressing the 
dark and glossy hair of his girl-wife; 
“ why on earth are you so sad, Conny, 
about this temporary separation ? ” 

“ Would that I could be certain it is 
such!” she exclaimed. “Sad! oh, 
can you ask me, Sidney, dar¬ 
ling ? The presentiment of a 
great sorrow to come is hang 
ing over me.” 

“A presentiment,Constance! 
Do not indulge in this folly.” 

“ If I did not love you dearly, 
Sidney, would such a painful 
emotion rack my heart ? ■” 

“ It is the merest supersti¬ 
tion, darling, and you will g-t 
over it when I am fairly away ’’ 
Her tender eyes regarded 
him wistfully for a moment, 
and then her tears 
fell faster at the 
contemplation of 
the coming loneli¬ 
ness. 

After a pause, 
she asked : “ Are there many 
passengers going out with 
you ? ” 

“ A few—in the cuddy,” 
he replied carelessly. 

“ Do you know any of 
them ? ” 

“Yes; one or two fellows 
on the staff.” 

“And the ladies?" she 
asked, after another pause. 

“I don t know, Conny 
dear ; what do they matter to 
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“ I heard incidentally that—that Miss 
Dasliwood was going out in your vessel." 

“ Indeed; I believe she will." 

Constance shivered, for with the name 
cf this finished flirt that of her husband 
had been more than once linked, and his 
change of colour was unseen by her as he 
turned to manipulate a cigar. So for 
tour, perhaps six months, these two would 
be together upon the sea. 

Constance knew too well the irritable 
nature of her husband’s temper to say 
moie on the subject of her secret 
thoughts; and deeply loth was she that 
such ideas should embitter the few brief 
hours they were to be together now ; so a 
silence ensued, which, after a time she 
broke, while taking between her slender 
lingers a hand of Sidney, who was lean¬ 
ing, half moodily, half listlessly against 
the mantelpiece, twisting his moustache 
with a somewhat mingled expression of 
face. 

“ Sidney, darling," said she entreat- 
ingly, “ do forgive me if I am dull and sad 
—so triite —this evening.” 

“ I do forgive you, little one.” 

“ You know, Sidney, that I would die 
for you! ” 

“ Yes ; but don’t, Conny—for I hate 
scenes,” said he, playfully kissing her 
sweetly sad, upturned face; and the poor 
girl was forced to be contented with this 
matter-of-fact kind of tenderness. 

So the dreaded morrow came with its 
sad moment of parting. 

To muffle the sound of the departing 
wheels, she buried her head, with all its 
■wealth of dark, dishevelled hair, among the 
pillows of her bed, and some weeks— 
weeks of the most utter loneliness— 
elapsed, ere she left it, with the keen and 
ardent desire to recover health and 
strength, to the end that she might follow 
her husband over the world of waters and 
rejoin him; but the strength and health, 
so necessary for the journey, were long in 
coming back to her. 

She had hoped he would write to her 
before sailing from Southampton — a 
single line would have satisfied the 
hungry cravings of her heart; but, as he 
did not do so, she supposed there was not 
time ; yet the transport lay three days in 
the docks after the troops were on board. 
He would write by some passing ship, he 
had said, and one letter, dated from 
Ascension, reached her ; but its cold and 
careless tone struck a mortal chill to the 
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sensitive heart of Constance, and one or 
two terms of endearment it contained 
were manifestly forced and ill-expressed. 

“ He writes to me thus,” she muttered, 
with her hand pressed upon her heaving 
bosom ; “ thus—and with that woman, 

perhaps, by his side.” 

She consulted the map, and saw how 
far, far away on the lonely ocean was 
that island speck. Months had elapsed 
since he had been there; so she knew 
that he must be in India now, and she 
had the regular mails to look to with 
confidence—a confidence, alas! that soon 
faded away. Long, tender and passion¬ 
ate was the letter she wrote in reply ; she 
fondly fixed the time when she proposed 
to leave England and rejoin him, if he 
sent her the necessary remittances; but 





mail after mail came in without any 
tidings from Sidney, and she felt all the 
unspeakable misery of watching the post¬ 
man for letters that never, never came. 

Yet she never ceased to write, en¬ 
treating him for answers and assuring 
him of unswerving affection. 

Slowly, heavily and imperceptibly a 
year passed away—a whole year—to her 
now a black eternity of time. 

“ Could Sidney be dead ? ’’ she asked 
herself with terror; but she knew that 
his family (who were all unaware of her 
existence) had never been in mourning, 
as they must infallibly have been in the 
event of such a calamity; and in her 
simplicity she never thought of applying 
to the Horse Guards for information 
concerning him—more information than 
she might quite have cared to learn. 
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Her old thoughts concerning Miss 
Dashwood took a strange hold of her 
imagination now; a hundred “ trifles 
light as air ” came back most gallingly to 
memory and took coherent and tangible 
shapes ; but a stray number of the Indian 
Mail informed her of the marriage of Miss 
Dashwood — her bite-mire — to a Major 
Milton; and also that the regiment to 
which Sidney belonged “ was moving up 
country,” a phrase to her perplexing and 
vague. 

Her funds were gone—her friends were 
few and poor. Her jewels—his treasured 
presents—were first turned into cash; 
then the furniture of her pretty villa, and 
next the villa itself, with its sweet rose- 
garden, had to be exchanged for humbler 
apartments in a meaner street; and, ere 
long, Constance Warren found, that if 
she was to live, it must be by her own 
unaided efforts; and for five years she 
maintained a desperate struggle for exist¬ 
ence—five years 1 

A lady going to India “ wanted a 
young person as a governess and com¬ 
panion.” 

To India— to India / On her knees 
Constance prayed that her application 
might prove successful; and her prayer 
was heard, for out of some hundred 
letters—from a few which were selected, 
the tenor of hers suited best the taste 
of the lady in question. She 
said nothing of her marriage 
or of her apparent desertion ; 
but as her wedding ring, which, 
with a fond superstition of the 
heart, she never drew from her 
finger, told a tale, she had to 
pass for a widow. 

So in the fulness of time she 
found herself far away from 
England, and duly installed 
with an Anglo-Indian family 
in one of the stately villas of 
the European quarter of Cal¬ 
cutta—a veritable palace in 
the city of palaces, overlook¬ 
ing the esplanade before Fort 
William — in charge of one 
sickly, but gentle little pale- 
faced girl. 

She had been a month there 
when her employer’s family 
proposed to visit some rela- 
lives at Meerut, where she 
heard that Sidney’s regiment 
was cantoned. To her it 


seemed as if the hand of Fate was in all 
this. Oh the joy of such tidings! Some 
one there must be able to unravel the 
horrible mystery involving his fate ; for 
by this time she had ascertained that his 
name was out of the corps; but her heart 
suggested that he might have exchanged 
into another. 

“ If alive, is he worth caring for ? ” 
She often asked this of herself, but thrust 
aside the idea, and pursued with joy the 
Long journey up country by river 
steamers, dawk-boats and otherwise, on 
the Ganges to Jehangeerabad, from 
whence they were to travel by carriages 
to the place of their destination, some 
fifty miles distant. 

On the way Constance had an addition 
to her charge in the person of a little boy 
who, with his ayah, was going to join his 
parents at Meerut. This little boy was 
more than usually beautiful, with round 
and dimpled cheeks, dark hazel eyes, 
curly golden hair, and a sweet and 
winning smile. Something in the child’s 
face or its expression attracted deeply the 
attention of Con- 
stance, and seem- ^ « 

ed to stir some 
memory in her 
heart. Where had 
she seen those 
eyes before ? 
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She drew the boy caressingly towards 
her, and when kissing his fair and open 
forehead, her eyes fell involuntarily on a 
ring that secured his necktie, a mere blue 
ribband. It was of gold, and on it were 
graven the initials C. and S. with a 
lover’s knot between. These were those 
of herself and her husband, and the ring 
was one she had seen him wear daily. 
Constance trembled in every limb ; she 
felt a deadly paleness overspread her 
face, and the room in which she sat swam 
round her; but on recovering her self- 
possession, she said : 

“ Child, let me look at this ring.” 

The wondering boy placed in her hand 
the trinket, which she had not the 
slightest doubt of having seen years 
before in London. 

“ Who gave you this, my child ? ” she 
asked. 

“ My papa.” 

“ Your papa!—what is your name ? ” 

“ Sidney.” 

“ What else ? ” she asked impetuously. 

“ Sidney Warren Milton.” 

“ Thank God ! But how came you to 
be named so ? There is some mystery in 
this—a mystery that must soon be solved 
now. Where were you born, dear little 
Sidney ? ” 

“ In Calcutta.” 

“ What is your age, child ?” 

“ Next year, I shall be seven years old.” 

“ Seven—how strange it is that you 
have the name you bear.” 


“ It is my papa’s," said the boy, with a 
little proud irritability of manner. 

“Where did your papa live before he 
came to Calcutta ? ” 

“ I don’t know—in many places—sol¬ 
diers always do.” 

“ He is a soldier ? ” 

“ My papa is Major Milton, and lives in 
the cantonments at Meerut.” 

“ A little time, and I shall know all,” 
replied poor Constance, caressing the boy 
with great tenderness. 

On arriving at Meerut, how¬ 
ever, she found herself ill—faint 
and feverish, so that for days she 
was confined to her bed, where 
she lay wakeful by night, watch¬ 
ing the red fire-flies flashing 
about the green jalousies, and 
full of strange, wild dreams by 
day. She had but one keen 
and burning desire — to see 
Major Milton, and to learn from 
his lips the fate of her husband. On 
the evening of the fifth day—the even¬ 
ing of the 10th of May—she was lying on 
her pillow, watching the red sunshine 
fading on the ruined mosques and Abu's 
stately tomb, when just as the sunset gun 
pealed over the cantonments, the ayah 
brought her a card, inscribed “ Major 
Milton, Staff Corps.” 

“ Desire the Major to come to me.” 
said Constance in a broken voice, and 
terribly convulsed by emotion ; for now 
she was on the eve of knowing all. 

“ Here, to the mehm sahib’s bedside ? ” 
asked the astonished ayah. 

“ Heie instantly—go—go ! ” 

Endued with new strength, as the 
woman withdrew, she sprang from her 
bed, : put on her slippers, threw round her 
an ample cashmere dressing robe, and 
seated herself in a bamboo chair, trem¬ 
bling in every fibre. In a mirror opposite 
she could see that her face was as white 
as snow. The door was opened. 

“ Major Milton,” said a voice that made 
her tremble, and attired in undress uni¬ 
form, pith-helmet in hand, her husband, 
looking scarcely a day older, stood gazing 
at her in utter bewilderment. He gave 
one convulsive start, and then stood 
rooted to the spot; but no expression 
or glance of tenderness escaped him. His 
whole aspect bore the impress of terror. 

Years had elapsed as a dream, and they 
were again face to face, those two, whom 
no man might put asunder. Softness, 
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sorrow and reproach faded from the face 
of Constance. Her broad, low forehead 
became stern ; her deep-set, dark eyes 
sparkled perilously, her full lips became 
,‘et, and her chin seemed to express more 
than ever, resolution. 

“ Oh, Constance—Constance,” he fal¬ 
tered, “ I know not what to say! ” 

“ It may well be so, Sidney ” (and at 
the utterance of his name her lips qui¬ 
vered). “So you are Major Milton, and 
the supposed husband of Miss Dash- 
wood ? ” 

There was a long pause, after which 
she said: 

“ I ask not the cause of your most 
cruel desertion ; but whence this name of 
Milton ? ” 

“ A property was left me—and —but of 
course, you have long since ceased to love 
me, Constance ? ” 

“ You actually dare to take an upbraid¬ 
ing tone to me!' 1 she exclaimed, her dark 
eyes flashing fire. Then looking upward 
appealingly, she wailed, “ Oh, my God ! 
my God ! and this is the man for whom, 
during these bitter years, I have been 
eating my own heart!” 

“ Pardon me, Constance; you may now 
learn that there is no gauge to measure 
the treachery of which the human heart 
in its weakness is capable. Yet there has 
been a worm in mine that has never 
died.” 

She wrung her hands, and then said, 
with something of her old softness of 
manner: 


pity, not on me, but on my little boy, and 
his poor mother—preserve their happi¬ 
ness -- 

“ And sacrifice my own ? ” said she in 
a hollow voice. 

“ Spare, and do not expose me—my 
commission—my position here- 

“ Neither shall be lost through me,” 
she replied, in a voice that grew more 
and more weak; “but leave me—leave 
me—the air is suffocating—the light has 
left my eyes. Farewell, Sidney—kiss 
your child, for my sake.” 

He drew near to take her hand, but she 
repulsed him with a wild gesture of de¬ 
spair, and throwing up her arms, fell back, 
with a gurgle in her throat, her head on 
one side, and her jaw fallen. 

“ Dead—quite dead ! ” was his first ex¬ 
clamation, and with his terror was blended 
a certain selfish emotion of satisfaction 
and relief at his escape. The blood again 
flowed freely in his veins, and he was 
roused by the cantonment ghurries clanging 
the hour of nine. 

“ Help—help! ” cried he; but no help 
came, and as he hurried away, the sudden 
din of musket-shots, of shrieks and yells, 
announced that the great revolt had 
begun at Meerut, and that the expected 
massacre of the Europeans had com¬ 
menced. In that butchery, those he loved 
most on earth perished, and midnight 
saw him wifeless and childless, lurking in 
misery and alone in a mango tope, on the 
road to Kurnaul. 



“ You surely loved me once, Sidney ?” 

“ I did.” He drew nearer, but she 
recoiled from him. 

“ Then whence this cruel change ?” 

“ Does not some one write, that we 
love, and think we love truly, and yet 
find another to whom one will cling as 
if it required these two hearts to make a 
perfect whole?” 

“ Most accur¬ 
sed sophistry! 

But if you have 
no pity, have you 
not fear ? ” 

“ I have great 
fear,” said he in 
a broken voice; 

“thus, Con- 
stance, by the 
love you once 
bore me, I be¬ 
seech you tohave 


While listening to the narrative of my 
friend Sidney, whom I had always known 
as Warren, rather than Milton, the clock 
on the mantelpiece struck nine, and he 
said in a broken voice: 

“ It was at this 
very hour, twelve 
months ago, that 


THE VEILED PORTRAIT. 


my boy and his mother were murdered by 
the 3rd Cavalry, at the moment that Con¬ 
stance was dying! ’’ 

As he spoke, a strange white light sud¬ 
denly filled one end of the smoking-room, 
and amid it there came gradually, but 
distinctly to view, two figures, one was a 
little boy with golden hair, the other a 
woman whose left arm was around him— 
a beautiful woman, with clearly-cut fea¬ 
tures, masses of dark hair curling over a 
low, broad forehead, lips full and hand¬ 
some, with a massive chin and classic 
throat—the woman of the veiled picture, 
line for line, but to all appearance living 
and breathing, with a beautiful smile in 
her eyes, and wearing, not the riding- 
habit, but a floating, crape-like white 
garment, impossible to describe. There 
was a strange weird brightness in her 
face—the transfigured brightness of great 
joy and greater love. 

“Constance—Constance and my child ! ’’ 
cried Sidney, in a voice that rose to a 
shriek ; and, like a dissolving view, the 
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light and all we looked on with eyes 
transfixed faded away. 

I was aware of an excess of sensitive¬ 
ness and that my heart was beating with 
painful rapidity. I did not become in¬ 
sensible, but some time elapsed before I 
became aware that lights were in the 
room, and that several servants, whom, 
my friend’s cry had summoned in haste 
and alarm, were endeavouring to rouse 
him to consciousness from a fit that had 
seized him ; but from that fit he never 
recovered. His heavy, stertorous breath¬ 
ing gradually grew less and less, and, ere 
a doctor came, he had ceased to respire. 

His death — sudden as hers on that 
eventful night, but a retributive one— 
was declared to be apoplexy, but I knew 
otherwise. Since then, though the effect 
of the grape-shot wound on my nervous 
system has quite passed away, I feel my¬ 
self compelled to agree with the hackneyed 
remark of Hamlet, that “ there are more 
things in heaven and earth than are 
dreamt of in our philosophy.” 
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LAVE!” 

“ My mas¬ 
ter” 

“I tire— 
amuse 

Badsherka, Prince of Batamid, threw 
himself back on his velvet couch, and 
crossing his legs, closed his eyes. 

A look of profound misery covered the 
black face of the attendant. He hesitated 
a moment. 

“ Why do you not obey me ? ” roared 
the Prince. 

The man flew to a distant corner of the 
apartment, snatched up an instrument 
hung with many-coloured ribbons, and 
flinging himself beside the couch, softly 
drew his supple fingers across the 
strings. 

The Prince’s closed eyes opened 
angrily. 

“ Idiot! not that," and he raised his 
hand to strike, but the black was already 
yards away, giving in even tones, a curi¬ 
ously melodious signal. 

Before the enraged monarch could 
speak, there filed in, with loosened hair, 
panting bosoms and twanging instru¬ 
ments, his favourite dancing-girls ; hardly 
had they time to raise one dusky arm, or 
send a glorious glance from their coal- 
black eyes, ere their master had leapt 
from his seat, and— 

“ Begone ! ” he shouted. “ I am sick 
of you.” 

They turned and dashed from his sight. 


casting venomous glances at the unfortu¬ 
nate black. 

The face of Badsherka was terrible to 
behold. 

“ Amuse me or die.” 

The slave grovelled at his feet and 
inwardly beseeched the ground to open 
and engulf him. 

“ My master,” he moaned, “ have you 
heard-’’ 

The Prince returned to his divan. 

“Of the glorious being who inhabits 
the enchanted palace my noble lord sees 
from the terrace o’er the mountains, when 
the moon is bright ? " 

Badsherka turns his face to the speaker 
and raises himself on his elbow. 

Seeing this, the black grovels no 
longer, but rests humbly at his master’s 
side. 

“They say she is over a thousand 
years old, and has dwelt in the palace 
she now inhabits from time immemorial; 
seeing that she cannot die; Egypt’ 
Persia, Arabia, Turkey—all have fek her 
power.” 

“ Ye s, yes,” the eyes of the Prince are 
sparkling. “ But what is she like—are 
her eyes black as the night, her breath as 

the lotus fruit, and—and-” he 

waves his hand impatiently in the air. 

“ Master—she is more. Men say she 
has fascinations that lure them to de¬ 
struction, and women too—for all crave to 
see her, though none leave her presence 
but as old people and feeble—the ruin she 
works is terrible—none can resist her." 


THE SIREN OF THE EAST. 


In the eyes of Badsherka there is a 
strange gleam. 

“ I would resist her,” he murmured ; 
“ she should not enslave me." 

“ And,” continued the black, “ it has 
been whispered her power lies in a small, 
dull, green heart, that hangs around her 
neck, given her by her master, the Evil 
One; but none can become possessed of it, 
so dazzled are they by her beauty, for she 
never turns irom them her eyes.” 

The Prince leaps from his couch. 
“Allah be praised !” he cries; “amuse¬ 
ment has come. I will possess the heart 
and turn the siren’s power." 

“ Oh, my lord—my lord, go not there, 
I beseech you. Were you a woman, you 
might return, though, old and worthless; 
but being a man, you will be lost for 
ever.” 

The Prince laughed at the earnestness 
of the black; and, entering his sleeping 
apartment, enrobed himself in his whitest 
linen, his most royal purple, and turban of 
richest silk ; then, taking from a secret 
drawer, a scarlet cloak, he flung it across 
his shoulders. 

“ Since all who behold the wearer of 
this marvellous cloak must needs fall and 
worship him, I may achieve my end,” he 
murmured, and re-entering the first apart¬ 
ment, he cried : 

“ My horse! ” and, leaping to the saddle, 
was gone. 

Miles ahead of him he could see the 
moon sparkling on its glassy domes—the 
palace of the siren. 

It changed under 
his sight, like the 
colours of a chame¬ 
leon. One moment 
a pale green in the 
moon’s rays, the 
next a brilliant 
scarlet; then, even 
as he watched it, 
it would entirely 
vanish, only to re¬ 
appear a moment 
later a spot of daz¬ 
zling orange; that 
would again fade 
away into the dark¬ 
ness of the night. 

Enchanted, he 
rode madly on, till 
his horse, steam¬ 
ing and snorting 
under him, paused, 
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checked at last by the palace gates. How 
should he open them ? leap them he could 
not; see the enchantress he must. 

His horse started and he glanced down. 

Almost beneath the animal’s feet there 
stood a curious figure—an old and with¬ 
ered woman—her robe black and ragged, 
her back bent, yet the teeth within her 
shrivelled lips were white and glistening, 
and in her eyes was the sparkle of youth. 

“ Enter not,” she cried, beating her 
clenched hands on the gates. “ Lord ! 
Master ! I beseech you forbear, do not— 
do not enter.” 

Badsherka laughed. “ I must,” he said, 
and he would have forced her away. 

“ Look at me,” she shrieked ; “ I, who 
have seen but twenty years, and who, till 
two moons ago, and I had beheld her, was 
fair and radiant as the sun—‘ Peach- 
blossom,’ they called me. Now, behold 1 
I am old and feeble; my very life drained 
away. By Allah above, do not enter,” 
and she clung afresh to the bars. 

But the Prince, although he trembled, 
turned aside and rode through the gates 
that opened as he reached them. 

Leaving his horse tied, he ascended 
the entrance steps, crossed the threshold, 
and paused. He was in a vast chamber 
of pure, cold marble ; deathly silence 
reigned around him, and he felt a shudder 
run through his frame as he gazed on its 
desolation. 

But as he looked he noticed at one end 
a door, hung with a velvet curtain, a cur¬ 
tain that glowed as 
with a hidden light, 
and from behind 
whose folds came 
faint sounds of dis¬ 
tant music. He 
strode boldly 
across towards it, 
his sandalled feet 
growing chilled on 
the icy floor, his 
cloak drawn tight¬ 
ly around his 
numbed frame. 

The music grew 
louder and louder 
as he neared the 
door; reaching it, 
he lifted his hand 
and pulled back 
the curtain that 
hid the musician 
from his sight. He 
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scious only of a pale, passionate 
face, framed in loose, dusky hair, 
a heaving bosom and two eyes, 
that by their glance alone drew 
him closer and closer, till, with 
a faltering cry, he fell enraptured 
at her feet. How long he thus 
knelt, he knew not, but feeling 
two soft, warm arms about his 
neck, he looked up. 

“ I love you,” murmured two 
red lips; and truly from those 
eyes there poured a wealth of 
Jove that had never been there 
before, and as they looked, they 
fell beneath the ardent admira¬ 
tion of the Prince. With the 
falling eyes, there came a change 
over the admirer’s heart, and in 
the place of bewildered homage, 
there crept in a stifled loathing: 
for the cloak of Badsherka was 
doing its work. Then the Prince 
saw on the Siren’s bosom a curi¬ 
ous dull green heart, and the 
words of Hassan, the slave, came 
back. 

“ All her power lies in the 
green heart.” 

“ You love me," he said, for 
gazed but one moment, then buried his he felt, while the eyes were down- 
face in his hands, dazzled and bewildered. cast, he could do anything, and slowly 

From the cold, bleak walls of the 
entrance hall, he had stepped into a 
wealth of warmth and light. 

The room blazed with a golden glow; 
tiny fountains splashed their waters at 
his feet; huge palms and gloriously-scented 
blossoms threw their fingers across his 
face; hundreds of little creatures, mere 
specks of brilliant and everchanging 
colour, flashed their rays upon him in all 
directions. 

But in the far end, reclining on silken 
cushions of glowing, fiery brilliancy, lay 
the musician. 

One' ivory hand, its elbow resting ’mid 
the cushions, held the perfect face, turned 
full upon the Prince. The lovely limbs 
flung recumbent with all the grace of the 
perfect beauty of the gods, were covered 
with a pale green diaphanous robe that 
hirdly hid their wondrous beauty. 

The other hand idly clasped the instru¬ 
ment and swept in lingering touches 
slowly across the strings. 

But the eyes ! so marvellous were they 
that the whole room and its contents melted 
in their depths, and Badsherka was con- 
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his hand crept towards the tiny ob¬ 
ject. 

“ Yes—my master,” and the lovely head 
drooped lower and lower. 

“ My moonbeam,” how tenderly al¬ 
luring was the tongue of Badsherka 
while his hand softly closed on its prize. 

One moment more and the heart was 
safe—safe in the strong right hand of the 
Prince. 

The woman swiftly lifted her head, 
while the thief gazed horror-struck. 

A terrible change was at work. 

The lovely limbs were fast becoming 
withered and unshapely; the raven hair, 
grey and matted; the hand that clasped 
the instrument shook with age ; and while 
her piercing shrieks 
rent the air, the 
lovely face of the 
Siren turned revolt¬ 
ing and loathsome 
with incredible de¬ 
cay. The shrieks 
became weak and 
pitiful, till at last, 
in place of the 
glorious enchant¬ 
ress, there lay and 
mumbled a terrible 
hag, hairless, tooth¬ 
less and hardly 
alive. 
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Horror-struck with his work, Badsherka 
flung himself beside her and hastily 
thrusting the little heart on the writhing 
bosom, prayed in an agony of fear for the 
return of the lost beauty. 

But too surely had he done his work; 
the spell was broken for ever; the 
withered body might linger on for ever, 
but the lost beauty could never return. 

There was a crash as of mighty thunder, 
and looking up, Badsherka beheld the 
palace walls slowly crumbling away. 

Snatching up his almost lifeless burden, 
he fled—mounted his terrified horse and 
dashed away into the darkness. 

Filled with remorse at the wreck he 
had caused, Badsherka, on his couch that 
night, vowed that 
the fallen beauty 
should be cared for 
—and he kept his 
vow 

Thus, from age to 
age, in the harem ot 
the Badsherkas, 
Princes of Batamid, 
there is nothing 
held so sacred as the 
gibbering and apish 
form of “ Castella,” 
the once-dreaded 
and far-famed 
‘Siren of the East.” 






EN ILDRIM slowly 
paced to and fro in 
the burning Persian 
sunshine, crushing the scorching yellow 
sand under his feet, his head sunk on his 
folded arms—lost in thought. 

Presently, not heeding his whereabouts, 
he left the solitude of the plain behind 
him, and soon, instead of the shifting sand, 
be trod the whitened pavements of Perse- 
polis; the passers by, busy though they 
were with their own- affairs, stopped— 
laden with their baskets of fruit or fish, to 
gaze for a moment at their dreamy Caliph; 
but, at the “ Allah be with you ” of a 
passing neighbour, moved on again. 

As the figure of Ben Ildrim slowly 
crossed the darkened door way of a shadowy 
mosque, there stole from out its solitude a 
quiet figure ; it was Urumiyah, daughter 
of the old wizened seller of relics, whose 
beauty— dark and glorious as a true 
daughter of the sun—was closely veiled, 
more for private reasons of her own than 
from a wish to hide herself from inquisi¬ 
tive eyes. Stepping softly after the 


thoughtful Caliph, yet ever behind, she 
stole nearer and nearer, clutching with 
one brown, tapering hand the loosened 
folds of her robe. Up one burning pave¬ 
ment, down another, through grass-grown 
streets, past bubbling fountains and chat¬ 
tering girls, till her feet ached. 

Would he never stop ? Would he 
never let fall from his lips the mighty 
question she knew he was pondering? 
Already he had long ago passed his palace 
door and received, unconsciously, the low 
salaam of his blacks. 

“ I will know of whom he is thinking,” 
she muttered — “ Zuleika or me. If 

she -” and a low curse rose to her lips, 

while under her veil her eyes shone dark 
and fierce. 

She felt someone pull at her robe; 
hastily turning round, she faced the ugly, 
crouching figure of an ancient hag. 

“ Ah, my pretty one,” the crone 
laughed, pointing with taunting finger at 
Ben Ildrim ahead; “ follow on, follow 
on ; you’ll never reach him—never." 

Urumiyah paused, with trembling heart. 
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and Well she might, for in those wizened, 
taunting features, she recognized the 
mighty Vahm, the witch mother, the 
bride of the Evil One, the inhabitant of the 
dreaded, awe - surrounded lonely tent, 
whose ragged coverings fluttered in the 
breeze, one mile from the city wall. 

“ Mother," she said, with bated breath, 
as she bowed her head, “stop me not, 
but help me, you who are all-powerful; 
lend me a little of your might. I love 
Ben Ildrim, but I know not which he 
loves, iny sister Zuleika or myself. I 
must know. I will, and it shall be myself. 
Stop me not! even now the precious 
words may be dropping from his lips,’’ 
and she cast a hurried, fearful glance 
after the now disappearing figure of the 
Caliph. 

“ Mother, make him love me, I implore 
you.” 

The old woman was silent, then a smile 
of intense cunning lit up her face, and 
drawing the girl to her side : 

“Listen,” she said; “ would you learn 
the secret of the heart of Ben Ildrim ? 
then visit at the moon's rising, the home 
of Vahm, thy foster mother ; for surely, 
my chicken, thy little heart is as like my 
own as two grains of sand. Come alone, 
and ”—the woman gives a delighted 
chuckle—“ before the sun rises again, thou 
shalt know thy way to the heart of the 
Caliph.” 

Urumiyah commences to pour out 
a storm of thanks, but before two words 
have left her lips, Vahm has vanished 
and she is alone. 

Ben Ildrim has disappeared minutes 
ago, but that matters little or nothing to 
her now—she, with the aid of the witch 
mother, will be all-powerful; and, with 
beating heart, as silently as she has come, 
Urumiyah steals back again to the shelter 
of her father’s home. 

A few hours later, when the city, 
wrapped in midnight gloom, lies peaceful 
and silent under the slowly rising Eastern 
moon, a white figure steals softly out of 
the city and draws, with trembling feet, 
nearer and nearer, what in the distance 
looks like a heap of flapping ragsbut 
what is, in reality, the home of the mighty 
Vahm. Inside the tent the gloom of the 
early night is dispelled, for the place is 
filled with a misty haze, that issues from 
an old blackened cauldron, fixed in one 
corner of the tent. Whatever bubbles 
within it sends forth, besides the steam, 
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a loathsome odour, that creeps round and 
rouhd the tattered canvas, but never 
seems to escape. A bright, rosy gleam 
comes from the pile of embers beneath 
the cauldron, and, lighting up the crouch¬ 
ing figure of Vahm, gives an even worse 
expression to her already evil face. 

“ Ah,” she chuckles, “ I have you now ; 
you forget, my pretty one, the sneers 
and blows given old Vahm in your anger; 
ah, you little knew her power then, and 
trusted to the aid of the immortal beings 
who seem to have deserted you of late. 
Oh, Caliph,” she goes on, with an evil 
laugh; “ little you know of the creature 
who thinks to head your harem, but who 



instead, by the aid of the witch woman’s 
sting, will reap her reward.” 

The flapping canvas is raised, and in 
creeps the trembling Urumiyah. The 
woman lifts her scraggy hands and 
motions her to a distant corner, where, 
tremblingly obeying her, she sits, shivering 
in the shadowy distance. 

S le gazes with terrified eyes at the 
figure of Vahm, who now stands upright 
and awful in front of her. 

Slowly the tent darkens, and all is deep 
gloom, save for the two shafts of light that 
spring from the eyes of the witch, and 
which glare with a terrible intensity into 
the face of Urumiyah. 
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The tent lightens again, but Vahm has 
•vanished, and in her place, surrounded by 
a purple haze, there rests on a silken 
•couch the sleeping figure of the Caliph. 

The love-stricken eyes of the girl drink 
in every movement of the visionary being, 
and she starts violently as she feels a cold 
touch on her wrist; it is Vahm, kneeling 
beside her, silent but terrible. 

Together they gaze ; then- 

Look,” softly breathes the hag. 

Urumiyah utters a low, stifled cry—for 
the sleeping form has awakened, and 
turned with opened eyes and a glad smile 
to meet the approaching figure of—not 
herself—but Zuleika ! Tighter and tighter 
her hands clench together, as Ben Ildrim 


receives her sister’s caresses with all the 
ardour of intense affection ; and her eyes 
gleam passionate and cruel as Vahm 
whispers : “ Do they not love ? ” 

But as she watches—the lovely face of 
Zuleika grows old and drawn, and, be¬ 
hold. Ben Ildrim turns from his love with 
loathing and hate ! 

Then another figure joins the pair ; and 
again Urumiyah gives a low cry—this 
time of delight, for the new comer is her¬ 
self ; only ten times more beautiful and 
dazzling than she has ever appeared. The 
visionary prince turns with glad eyes to 
the lovely maiden, and, forsaking the 
prostrate Zuleika, clasps her to his breast. 

All is dark ; the vision is gone; and 


Urumiyah, standing triumphant, clutches 
the witch-mother by the hand. 

“ If this shall prove true, if it shall be 
so," she almost screams, “ I will do any¬ 
thing, anything in my posver to serve you.” 

Urumiyah does not see the ugly gleam 
in the witch’s eyes. 

“ All this will 1 do,” she answers. “ I 
will turn the love of the Caliph to hatred 
and scorn ; I will make you dazzling and 
beautiful as the sun, for on^little promise 
—when you have not the love you crave 
for any longer, or when Ben Ildrim is 
dead—you will come and give yourself to 
me.” 

Gladly Urumiyah promises. When 
she has no longer the Caliph’s love, life 
will have no more charms, she thinks, and 
“ When he dies, I, too, will join him.” 

“Then,” says the witch woman, “to 
gain your coming beauty, you must leave 
here and journey in 
search of the water 
of the enchanted 
lake. I have used 
all the liquid I once 
drew from its depths ; 
when you have found 
it, drink from it seven 
times. Then, with 
all haste, return.” 

I will go at once,” 
she cries in feverish 
haste. “Tell me the 
way.” 

Taking her by the 
hand, Vahm led her 

HE REACHED THE SHORES t0 l ' le teIlt <3°Or. 

of the lam “Behold!” she 

cried ; and there, in 
the far distance, Uru- 
miyah saw gleaming, 
as if snow covered the tops of distant 
peaks, and resting in their bosom, there 
lay what looked to her like a tiny mirror 
glistening in the moonlight. 

“ The lake! ” she cried, and, darting from 
the side of Vahm, vanished into the night. 

The witch mother, bride of the Evil 
One, watched her departure with a villain¬ 
ous leer ; then, tossing up her arms and 
givirtg vent to a shrill scream of delight, 
she darted into the tent. 

With rapid footstep, on the girl jour¬ 
neyed, making straight for the glistening 
lake that had never been there before, but 
although the object of her search drew no 
nearer, the way was neither toilsome nor 
dangerous. 
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The path she trod 
was not straight or 
gloomy, but winding 
and beautiful, and, so 
lovely were the flowers 
and so powerful their 
scent, that often she 
would feel a faint 
drowsiness come over 
her and she would 
sink, with dimmed 
senses, under the 
shadow of a flowering 
vine, only to awaken 
with a start, knowing 
not how long she had 
slept, to hasten on 
once more. 

At length, one even¬ 
ing, just as the sun 
was setting, she reach¬ 
ed the shores of the 
lake, and lying full 
length on its grassy 
bank, drank deeply 
seven times. 

Then, gazing earn¬ 
estly in the water, she 
beheld herself exqui¬ 
sitely lovely ; and, joyfully leaping to her 
feet, exclaimed : 

“ How beautiful I am, the city of Per- 
sepolis and its Caliph must no longer be 
left in ignorance of it, and I must return.” 

But even as she spoke the same subtle 
perfume rose from the lake that had sur¬ 
rounded the flowers, and she sank into 
unconsciousness. How long she slept she 
knew not, but, awakening with a start, 
turned with hurrying feet down the home¬ 
ward path, not without gazing once more 
on her new beauty. The journey back 
appeared nothing; she paused not once 
on the way, and it seemed to her that in 
less than the rising and setting of one sun 
she again stood within the city. 

The streets she thought were strangely 
crowded, and the people stared oddly at 
her. “ It is some fair,” she said, or the 
Caliph is giving a feast. The faces are 
strange,” and she hastened to her father’s 
house. 

It was gone! The crowded relic shop 
was no longer there. “ I must have mis¬ 
taken the street,” she murmured, and she 
asked a passing woman for her father, 
Ben Almund. 

,“I know him not, ’ and, shaking her 
head, the woman went on. Then Urumi- 
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yah hastened to the 
palace of the Caliph. 
All was the same. In 
trembling tones, she 
said to a waiting black: 

“ I must see Ben 
Ildrim, the Caliph.” 

Now was to be her 
reward! now her 
triumph! 

She was met with 
wondering glances. 

“ Ben Ildrim ? Why, 
what are you dream¬ 
ing of? Our Caliph is 
Crimetes,” and they 
bowed themselves to 
the ground. “There 
was a Ben Ildrim, 
grandfather to our 
present lord, the fa¬ 
vourite wife of whose 
harem was Zuleika, 
daughter to the old 
relic seller, and grand¬ 
mother to our Caliph 
Crimetes, but they 
died and joined A 1 
lah years ago. You 
cannot mean them.” 

At these words Urumiyah thrust back 
the heavy masses of her hair and gazed 
with wild eyes on the speaker She 
must be dreaming, or—mad ! Ben Il¬ 
drim and Zuleika dead! Then, with a 
low, passionate cry, she realised that she 
had been betrayed; the journey she had 
performed had not been one of months, 
but. alas ! of years. 

The blacks gazed upon her in amaze¬ 
ment; her strange words and, above all, 
her truly marvellous beauty held them 
enchanted. Here was a woman asking 
for the Caliph, whether a dead one or 
their present lord it mattered little—she 
must see him, for the eyes of Crimetes, 
their master, were even more open to the 
power of beauty than those of his grand¬ 
father Ben Ildrim, and truly the loveliness 
of this strange woman was far beyond 
ordinary. 

Thus arguing, they hurried to the cham¬ 
ber of their lord, while Urumiyah, com¬ 
pletely stunned at the suddenness of the 
shock, sank prostrate on the palace steps. 

At the news of his slaves, the Caliph left 
his cushioned couch, and came, with lan¬ 
guid steps, to the entrance hall. He was 
weary of hearing of these new beauties, 
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who turned out each one plainer than the 
last; it really was hardly worth while 
leaving his scented chamber to view them. 

He reached the steps, and, bending 
over the fallen figure, stretched out his 
hand, and raising her, met her eyes. 
Their unlooked-for beauty struck him 
speechless ; but Urumiyah, beholding in 
the new Caliph an exact likeness to her 
former love, throwing up her rounded 
arms, fell again at, the feet of Crimetes, 
crying, “ At last I have found you ! ” 

Crimetes, astounded at her words, 
turned to his slaves, and they, pouring 
into his listening ears the story of her 
coming, waited impatiently, hoping for 
the praises of their master for the new 
beauty. The Caliph, once more raising 
the kneeling figure, told her, as his blacks 
had done, of the death of Ben Udrim and 
her former friends. 

“ But,” he added, “ your beauty fills me 
with a sudden joy. I will love you far 
more than thedead Caliph,” and he stepped 
backwards with open arms.” 

Urumiyah paused—her love was dead, 
but here was another ready to adore 
her—and what matter which it was, so 


long as they called him “Caliph.” So, 
musing thus, she stepped forward to place 
her little hands in the outstretched ones 
of Crimetes, when her own name fell upon 
her ear in a too horribly familiar tone :— 

“ Urumiyah I ” 

She turned suddenly and looked with de¬ 
sperate eyes right into the face of Vahm. 

“ Traitress,” she screamed. 

The woman answered her not. “ Come.” 
was all she said, her face turned towards 
the angry girl. 

Slowly she stepped backwards, and as 
slowly but surely, with fixed enchanted 
gaze, did Urumiyah follow. Backward, 
step by step, down the white pavement, 
past the startled groups of onlookers and 
the astonished Caliph, out of the city gates, 
across the yellow desert sand, till the 
forms of both stood outlined against the 
tattered tent, right into the hovel itself. 

Then, before the eyes of the astonished 
gazers, who with fascinated footsteps, had 
followed the strange pair, the yellow sand 
rolled back, a grey haze filled the air, and, 
with one cry of agony from the beautiful 
Urumiyah, tent, witch and foiled victim 
sank from their sight for evermore. 








he was bidden on the most holy banks, 
gazing on the lazy swim of the alligators 
and the floating leaves of the lily, fell 
asleep. Suddenly he was awakened—a cry 

had sounded in his ears, a cry soft and 
melodious as a temple bell; he started to 
his feet. There, stranded by the returning 
tide, in a glistening pool blossomed a mag¬ 
nificent lily — our sacred lotus, one of 
unusual size and beauty. Attracted by 
the cry that seemed to proceed from its 
petals, thy servant, oh, king, hurriedly 
knelt beside it, and behold! ” 

The Egyptian turned and, quitting the 
apartment, re-entered with something in 
his arms, which he laid reverently at the 
feet of Phratra. 

The king, his face aglow with inward 
passion, bent and lifted the bundle in 1 is 
arms ; softly turning back the linen cover¬ 
ing, he disclosed the baby face of a sleep¬ 
ing girl. 

Then, the child in his arms, he fell on 
his knees. 

“ Oh, Ra !” he cried. “ all honour and 
adoration be unto thee, who rulest the 
sun's coming and going. Oh, perfect and 
great Deity, accept the thanks of the most 
humble of thy servants, who will offer this 
night his sacrifices unto thee by the aid of 
the one thousand priests of thy temple— 
bless this thy child; may she rob no tomb 


H, KING, whose good deeds 
are as the sand of the sea in 
number, hearken to thy humble servant.” 

“ Who art thou? Trouble me not, for 
my heart is heavy,” and Phratra, King of 
Heliopolis, slowly turned his weary head 
towards the speaker. 

“ It is lor that cause am I come. Oh, 
mighty lord, know not thy servants of 
their master’s sorrow ? Rememberest thou 
how but yesterday thy priests offered unto 
the most holy Ra, in his sun temple, all 
thy rarest gifts, should he but bestow on 
thee thy wish—an heir to thine house, and 
so cut off the seed of Hores and his son 
for ever ? ” 

The king shook his head and turned 
away. 

“ Leave my presence,” he answered. 
“ All this do I know; tell it not again ; 
you weary me.” 

But the Egyptian went on: “ Thou 
knowest also how the mighty voice of Ra 
bade me watch the rising waters of our 
sacred Nile. I obeyed, and behold ! thy 
wish is granted.” 

“ What! ” There is no listlessness in 
the face of Phratra now. 

“ Oh, king ! thy servant, watching as 
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and take not the field of the stranger, but, 
with the help of thy curse, cut off the seed 
of Hores, my brother, for ever.” 

Then, holding the sleeping child close to 
his heart, Phratra, followed by the Egyp¬ 
tian, sought his chamber. 

When Hores, brother to Phratra, King 
of Heliopolis, heard of the new heiress to 
the throne, his anger was terrible to wit¬ 
ness, and he vowed her no princess, inso¬ 
much that she was no daughter of the 
king, but when he heard that she was the 
gift of the most holy god Ra and had been 
given through the aid of the sacred 
lotus, he was more angry still, for he knew 
that he could not dispute her right, though 
he vowed secretly in his heart that Rebon, 
his son, should reign at Phratra’s death by 
fair means or by foul. 

The years flew by, and Shirin, daughter 
of Phratra, became lovely as the sun- 
kissed waters of the sacred Nile and pure 
as her mother the lotus lily. So beautiful 
was she that the people, wondering, called 
her the goddess of the lily, and although 
the greater powers of the gods were denied 
her, yet she possessed—through her birth 
—some lesser ones, not bestowed on other 
dwellers in 
Egypt. 

Particularly 
was the lotus 
flower itself 
sensitive to her 
powers, and by 
its aid could she 
tell the pure¬ 
ness of heart or 
mind; its col¬ 
our changing 
from white to 
pink, or deepest 
scarlet, at its 
contact w ith 
anything im¬ 
pure. 

So noted and 
far - famed be¬ 
came this power 
that she was 
always present 
at the tribunal 
of any Egyptian 
of high rank, 
and when all 
failed in detect¬ 
ing the truth, a 
lotus blossom, 

placed by PRAYED HER TO TELL HIM HO' 


Shirin on the head of the accused, pro¬ 
nounced him at once innocent or guilty. 
Hores, hearing all these things afar off, 
brooded over them day and night, and 
sought, without avail, to solve the problem 
of Shirin’s downfall. 

At last, tired with thinking, he betook 
him to Sekhet, the goddess, who, with her 
cat-like head and burning breath, inspired 
the would-be supplicants with fear. 

Having bestowed on her all his most 
precious possessions, he prayed her to tell 
him how he might destroy Shirin, and 
thus, on the death of Phratra, gain pos¬ 
session of the kingdom for himself and his 
descendants. 

Now, in thus appealing to the goddess 
Sekhet, Hores was foolish, seeing that 
she, being the daughter of Ra the Sun 
God, the giver and protector of the 
princess, was bound, in duty to her pa¬ 
rent, to aid, not damage, the cause of the 
king’s daughter. 

The goddess accepted the offerings of 
Hores and listened to his tale with a 
malicious smile, but all she said, when 
he had made an end of speaking, was, 
“ Bring hither thy son.” Now, Hores 
had never men¬ 
tioned his son 
in his conversa¬ 
tion with the 
goddess, never¬ 
theless he hast¬ 
ened to obey. 

Now Rebon, 
son of Hores, 
was extremely 
beautiful to be¬ 
hold ; his eyes 
were black as 
the night, 
though not so 
black as his 
hair and brows, 
and his skin was 
ruddy through 
the kisses of 
the eastern 
sun. 

With Rebon 
before her.Sek- 
het,the goddess, 
unfolded her 
plans to the 
father and son, 
and they, long¬ 
ing for the 

r HR MIGHT DESTROY SHIRIN. downfall Of 


THE LAND OF THE LILY. 103 



pieces, “ thus will I treat all doubters of 
the fitness of Shinn. Nevertheless, be it 
known unto you, that at the close of the 
wheat harvest, when the lotus blooms its 
best, Shirin will, before all men, try by 
that most holy flower the purity of her 
own soul.” Then, hastily embracing her 
father, she left the apartment. 

Now Shirin felt safe in her own might, 
knowing that only by one way could she 
bring down the wrath of her God pro¬ 
tector upon her, and that was by giving 
her thoughts to love and man; her love 
must blossom for Egypt alone, for, by her 
birth from a lotus’ heart, she was bound 
by a sacred vow to love no man, nor take 
to herself a husband; and all this she 
knew could but be done by her own free 
will. 

Then throughout all Egypt went the 
decree, telling forth the coming trial of 
the king’s daughter; and the heart of 



Shirin, listened with glad ears and went 
away satisfied. 

In the evening of the following 
day there came to the king, at 
his palace in Heliopolis, a strange 
epistle, and one which disturbed 
him greatly as he read. 

Calling Shirin, his daughter, to 
him, he bade her read also, and 
as she did so, her brow lighted 
up with intense scorn, and she 
laughed with royal pride as she 
told the surrounding attendants of 
the missive’s contents. 

“ Whereas, by the mighty aid 
of Shirin, the most holy and beau¬ 
tiful daughter of Phratra, King of/ 

Egypt, the innocent have been set 
free and the guilty number their 
souls with Apep in the regions of 
darkness, it is the wish of all true¬ 
hearted Egyptians that, before the 
most holy Shirin be appointed 
successor to our present king, 
Phratra, she herself be tried by 
the test of the lotus flower, prov¬ 
ing to all beholders that she, the 
said Shirin, be indeed full of the 
purity of an Egyptian queen.” 

The lip of the reader curled in 
scorn. 

“ Who brought this ? ” she de¬ 
manded ; but none could answer. 

“ Behold ! ” she said, and she tore 
the parchment into a thousand 
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Hores rejoiced, and he pushed open the 
trap that yawned to receive its victim. 

A week after the telling of the decree, 
Shirin, sleeping calmly beside her open, 
flower-crowned window, was startled by 
a low moan. Leaping to her feet she 
looked down into the street, and beheld the 
form of a man prostrate beneath her. 

“What do you seek?” she cried, but 
softly. 

Slowly the head of the stranger lifted, 
and revealed to the eyes of the girl a face 
of perfect Egyptian manly beauty, but 
one filled with sore distress. 

“ Oh, beautiful Shirin,” he cried, “ help 
me; I am faint and weary, having fled 
three nights since from the cruel power 
of Hores. I am hungry and weak; hide 
me from him,” and he fell forward as 
though fainting. 

For a moment she hesitated; then the 
womanly heart pierced the barrier of icy 
chill, and springing from her window, she 
knelt beside him. 

“ Do they pursue after thee ? ” she said, 
as his eyes met hers. 

“ Night and day; even now they are 
close upon me ”; and a shudder shook 
the man’s frame. 

“ Come, I will hide thee,” she said. 
“ Follow me.” 

Staggering to his feet, the man obeyed, 
and followed his royal 
guide. 

Through strange cir¬ 
cuitous streets, down 
grass - grown pavements 
and darkened bye-ways, 
till at last, passing be¬ 
neath a long, tunnelled 
archway, he found him¬ 
self in a paved court— 
the centre of some royal 
Egyptian tomb. 

Here Shirin, motioning 
him to rest, left him, to 
return a moment later 
with a bunch of bananas 
and a jar of water. Seiz¬ 
ing her hand, the stranger 
poured out volumes of 
thanks, but she fled away, 
vowing to ask on the mor¬ 
row the assistance of 
Phratra, her father. But 
when the morrow dawned, 
she feared for the deeds 
of the night, because she, 
being set apart for a high 



purpose, had done grievous wrong in hiding 
the stranger, who, nevertheless, must still 
be fed. 

So she spoke not, but daily visited the 
paved tomb where rested the sick stranger; 
and the heart of Shirin the goddess became 
a woman’s heart, for she loved him, and 
she feared greatly the day -of her coming 
ordeal. 

It was the close of the wheat harvest, and 
the day before the one on which she was 
to face the Egyptian multitude. Creeping 
softly through the well-known paths to feed 
the hidden stranger, she reached her ob¬ 
ject only to find the place deserted, the 
cushions empty and the stranger fled. 
Then, with a cry of dismay, she flew back 
to the palace of the king. 

The morning rose clear and bright, the 
sun shone down on the temple roofs and 
obelisks outside the palace till they glowed 
like fire; it lighted up each petal of 
the sacred lilies, floating serenely on the 
bosom of the water, as though they 
missed not their fellows gathered that 
morn and already woven into a wreath 
for the trial of their future queen. It was 
yet early, but the streets were filled already 
with anxious Egyptians, struggling with 
quickened feet towards the great hall of 
justice. On they went, past the temple of 
the sun, where they made a low obeisance, 
past the great obelisk of 
the red granite of Syrene, 
engraved already with the 
lives of many kings, into 
the great hall itself, till, 
by the sixth hour of the 
day, it was full to over¬ 
flowing with an excited, 
wondering mass. On a 
raised platform at the end 
of the hall there sat 
Phratra, the king, Hores, 
his brother, Rebon, son 
to Hores, and forty-two 
counsellors ; and at their 
feet, in a marble basin, 
there lay the lotus crown, 
pure as snow. There is 
a sound of light footsteps, 
and all eyes turn to a 
curtained door. Slowly 
the hanging is raised, and 
Shirin, daughter of Phra¬ 
tra, King of Heliopolis, 
enters. 

Proud and magnificent¬ 
ly calm, clad in white 
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from head to foot, she walks majestically 
to the platform’s edge and faces the throng. 

“ Men of Egypt,” she says slowly, “ ye 
are met to witness at your own request 
the trial of the daughter of your king. 

“ Hear, oh most holy Ra,” she cries, 
lifting her eyes to heaven ; “I have not 
sinned, I have done no murder, I have 
robbed no temple, I have been obedient 
to thy wish in all things. Hear, I pray; 
I am pure, pure, pure.” 

But throughout her speech there is a 
low wail of agony. Bending low the knee, 
she lifts from its resting-place the lily 
crown. Slowly raising it in her two hands, 
she places it with trembling fingers upon 
her head. There is a moment’s pause ; 
then the faces of the excited multitude 
proclaim the result—the lily is red as 
blood. Shirin, daughter to the king, 
stands condemned ; but not alone—there 
is a loud cry, “ Shirin ! ” and at her feet 
there is flung a passionate figure. 

“ The stranger,” she murmurs; and lotus 
wreath, the excited populace and the king’s 
dismay are forgotten as she raises the 
fallen man with tender hands. 

A faint murmur reaches her : “ Rebon, 
Reborn” 

She looks with startled eyes at the man, 
who now stands facing the throng, clasp¬ 
ing her in his arms. He meets her glance 
and bows his head. 

“ I am Rebon,” he says then to the 
amazed Egyptians. “True men of Egypt,” 
he cries, “behold this. Shirin, your queen, 
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is as pure as ye; it is /, Rebon, who have 
sinned, and / who will suffer. Wishing 
to overthrow King Phratra and this, his 
daughter, I and Hores, my father, planned 
to make her break her vow to the god Ra 
by loving, as a woman, some earthly man. 
Behold, / have stolen her love, but I do 
not repent, for I worship her. In over¬ 
throwing her I have overthrown myself. 
Behold the lily,” and pointing with trium¬ 
phant finger, he shows on the head of 
Shirin the lotus wreath white as snow. 
“ Ra has pardoned,” he cries; “ let me 
alone feel his wrath,” and he again flings 
himself at her feet. 

But the hearts of Egypt’s men are 
thrilled. With a low, hoarse cry, they 
reach the platform of the great hall of jus¬ 
tice, and the figures of Shirin, daughter of 
Phratra, and Rebon, son to Hores, now 
clasped in each other’s arms, are lost to 
view. Next moment they are lifted high 
above the swarthy faces of the multitude, 
and all Heliopolis rings with the trium¬ 
phant cry: “All power, adoration and 
might unto Rebon, King of Egypt, and 
Shirin, his queen.” 

That night, during the third watch, 
there steals out of the city a group of silent 
figures, pushing forward a shrinking, 
muffled form; and lo! when morning 
dawns, the soft waters of the Nile gently 
lip lap againsf a floating, silent figure, 
sailing calmly down towards the open sea. 
It is Hores, father to Rebon, and would- 
be King of Egypt—land of the lily. 


The Experiences of Loveday Brooke\ 
Lady Detective. 

By C. L. PIRKIS y Author of “Lady LovelaczT &c. &c. 
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OW, Miss Brooke, if this doesn’t 
inspire you, I don’t know what 
will/’ said Mr. Dyer. And, 
taking up a handbill that lay upon his 
writing-table, he read aloud as follows: 

“ Five hundred pounds reward. Miss¬ 
ing, since Monday, September, 20th, 
Irene, only daughter of Richard Golding, 
of Langford Hall, Langford Cross, Leices¬ 
tershire. Age, 18, height five feet seven ; 
dark hair and eyes, olive complexion, 
small features; was dressed when she 
left home in dark blue serge walking cos¬ 
tume, with white straw sailor hat, trimmed 
with cream ribbon. Jewellery worn : 
plain gold brooch, leather strap bracelet 
holding small watch, and on third finger 
of left hand a marquise ring consisting of 
one large diamond surrounded with 
twelve rubies. Was last seen about ten 
o’clock on the morning of the 20th leav¬ 
ing Langford Hall Park for the high road 
leading to Langford Cross. The above 
reward will be paid to anyone giving such 
information as will lead to the young lady’s 
restoration to her home; or portions of the 
leward, according to the value of the in¬ 
formation received. All communications 
to be addressed to the Chief Inspector, 
Police Station, Langford Cross.” 

“ Was last seen on the 20th of Sept¬ 
ember ! ’’ exclaimed Loveday as Mr. Dyer 
finished reading. “ Why, that is ten days 
ago! Do you mean to say that reward 
has not stimulated the energies of the 
local police and long ago put them on the 
traces of the missing girl ? ” 

“ It has stimulated their energies, not 
a doubt, for the local papers teem with 
accounts of the way in which the whole 
country about Langford has been turned 
upside down generally. Every river, far 


and near, has been dragged; every wood 
scoured ; every railway official at every 
station for miles round has been driven 
nearly mad with persistent cross-question¬ 
ing. But all to no purpose. The affair 
remains as great a mystery as ever. The 
girl, as the handbill says, was seen leaving 
the park for the high road by some chil¬ 
dren who chanced to be passing, but 
after that she seems to have disappeared 
as completely as if the earth had opened 
to receive her.” 

“ Cannot her own people suggest any 
possible motive for her thus suddenly 
leaving home ? ” 

“ It appears not; they seem absolutely 
incapable of assigning any reason what¬ 
ever for her extraordinary conduct. This 
morning I received a letter from Inspector 
Ramsay, asking me to get you to take up 
the case. Mr. Golding will not have the 
slightest objection to your staying at the 
Hall and thoroughly investigating the 
matter. Ramsay says it is just possible 
that they have concentrated too much 
attention on the search outside the house, 
and that a promising field for investigation 
may lie within.” 

u They .should have thought of that 
before,” said Loveday sharply. “ I hope 
you declined the case. Here’s the coun¬ 
try inspector to the backbone ! He’ll 
keep a case in his own hands so long as 
there’s a chance of success ; then, wdien 
it becomes practically hopeless, hand it 
over to you just to keep his own failure 
in countenance by yours.” 

“ Ye-es,” said Mr. Dyer slowly. “1 
suppose that’s about it. But still, busi¬ 
ness has been slack of late—expenses are 
heavy — if you thought there was the 
ghost of a chance-” 
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“After ten days!" interrupted Miss 
Brooke, “ when the house has settled down 
into routine, and every one has his story 
cut and dried, and all sorts of small details 
have been falsified or smudged over! 
Criminal cases are like fevers; they 
should be taken in hand within twenty- 
four hours.’’ 

“ Yes, I know,” said Mr. Dyer irrit¬ 
ably; “ but still, as I said before, business 
is slack-” 

“ Oh, well, if I’m to go I’m to go, and 
there’s an end of it,” said Loveday re¬ 
signedly. “ I only say it would have been 
better for the credit of the office if you 
had declined such a hopeless affair. Tell 
me a little about this Mr. Richard Gold¬ 
ing ; who and what is he ? ’’ 

Mr. Dyer's temper grew serene again. 

“ He is a very wealthy man,” he an¬ 
swered ; “ an Australian merchant. Came 
over to England about a dozen years ago, 
and settled down at Langford Hall. He 
had, however, 
been living in 
Italy for some 
six or seven 
years previous¬ 
ly. On his way 
home from Aus¬ 
tralia he did 
Italyassomany 
Australians do, 
fell in love with 
a pretty girl, 
whom he met at 
Naples, and 
married her, 
and by her had 
this one chiid, 

Iren^, who is 
causing such a 
sensation at the 
present mo¬ 
ment.” 

“ Is this Ital¬ 
ian wife living?” 

“ No.shedied 
just before Mr. 

Golding’s re¬ 
turn to Eng¬ 
land. He has 
not yet married 
again, but I hear 
is on the point 
of sodoing. The 
lady he contem¬ 
plates making 
the second Mrs. THE M i=sino 


Golding is a certain Mrs. Greenhow, a 
widow, who for the past year or so has 
acted as chaperon to his daughter and 
housekeeper to himself.” 

“It is possible that Miss Iren6 was not 
too well pleased at the idea of having a 
stepmother.” 

“ Such is the fact. From all accounts 
she and her future stepmother did not get 
on at all well together. Miss Irene has a 
very hasty, imperious temper, and Mrs. 
Greenhow seems to have been quite in¬ 
capable of holding her own with her. She 
was to have left the Hall this month to 
make her preparations for the approaching 
wedding; the young lady’s disappearance, 
however, has naturally brought matters to 
a standstill. 

“ Did Miss Golding take any money 
away with her, do you know ? ” 

“Ah, nobody seems sure on that head. 
Mr. Golding gave her a liberal allowance 
and exacted no accounts. Sometimes 
she had her 
purse full at the 
end of the quar¬ 
ter, sometimes 
it was empty 
before her quar¬ 
terly cheque 
had been cashed 
a week. I fear 
you will have 
to do without 
exact informa¬ 
tion on that 
most important 
point.” 

“She had 
lovers, o t 
course ? ” 

“ Yes; in spite 
of her quick 
temper, she 
seems to have 
been a loveable 
and most attrac¬ 
tive young wo¬ 
man, with her 
half - Australian 
half-Italian pa¬ 
rentage, and to 
have turned the 
heads of all the 
men in the 
neighbourhood. 
Only two, how¬ 
ever, appear to 
have found the. 
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slightest favour in her eyes—a certain 
Lord Guilleroy, who owns nearly all the 
land for miles round Langford, and a 
young fellow called Gordon Cleeve, the 
only son of Sir Gordon Cleeve, a 
wealthy baronet. The girl seems to 
have coquetted pretty equally with these 
two; then suddenly, for some reason or 
other, she gives Mr. Cleeve to understand 
that his attentions are distasteful to her, 
and gives unequivocal encouragement to 
Lord Guilleroy. Gordon Cleeve does not 
sit down quietly under this treatment. 
He threatens to shoot first his rival, then 
himself, then Miss Golding; finally, does 
none of these three things, but starts off 
on a three years’ journey round the 
world.” 

“ Threatens to shoot her ; starts off on 
a journey round the world,” summed up 
Loveday. “ Do you know the date of the 
day on which he left Langford ? ” 

‘ Yes, it was on the 19th; the day 
before Miss Golding disappeared. But 
Ramsay has already traced him down to 
Brindisi; ascertained that he went on 
board the Buckingham, en route for Alex¬ 
andria, and has beaten out the theory that 
he cannot, by any possibility, be connected 
with the affair. So I wouldn't advise you 
to look in that quarter for your clue.” 

“ I am not at all sanguine about finding 
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a clue in any quarter,” said Loveday, as 
she rose to take leave. 

She did not feel in the best of tempers, 
and was a little disposed to resent having 
a case, so to speak, forced upon her under 
such disadvantageous conditions. 

Her last words to Mr. Dyer were almost 
the first she addressed to Inspector Ram¬ 
say when, towards the close of the day, 
she was met by him at Langford Cross 
Station. Ramsay was a lanky, bony 
Scotchman, sandy-haired and slow ol 
speech. 

“ Our hopes centre in you ; we trust 
you’ll not disappoint us,” he said, by way 
of a greeting. 

His use of the plural number made 
Loveday turn in the direction of a tall, 
good-looking man, with a remarkably 
frank expression of countenace, who stood 
at the inspector's elbow. ^ 

“ I am Lord Guilleroy,” said this gen¬ 
tleman, coming forward. “ Will you allow 
me to drive you to Langford Hall ? My 
cart is waiting outside.” 

“ Thank you ; one moment! ” answered 
Loveday, again turning to Ramsay. 
“ Now, do you wish,” she said, address¬ 
ing him, “to tell me anything beyond 
the facts you have already communicated 
to Mr. Dyer ? ” 

“ No-o,” answered the inspector, slowly 
and sententiously. “ I would rather not 
bias your mind in any direction by any 
theory of mine.” (“ It would be rather a 
waste of time to attempt such a thing,” 
thought Loveday.) “ The only additional 
fact I have to mention is one you would 
see for yourself as soon as you arrived at 
the Hall, namely, that Mr. Golding is 
keeping up with great difficulty—in fact, 
is on the verge of a break-down. He has 
not had half-an-hour’s sleep since his 
daughter left home, a serious thing for a 
man at his age." 

Loveday was favourably impressed with 
Lord Guilleroy. He gave her the idea of 
being a man of strong commonsense ar.d 
great energy. His conversation was marked 
by a certain reserve. Although, however, 
he evidently declined to wear his heart 
upon his sleeve, it was easy to see, from a 
few words that escaped him, that if the 
search for Miss Golding proved fruitless 
his whole life would be wrecked. 

He did not share Inspector Ramsay's 
wish not to bias Loveday’s mind by any 
theory of his own. 

“ If I had a theory you should have it 
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in a minute,” he said, as he whipped up 
his horse and drove rapidly along the 
country road ; “ but I confess at the pre¬ 
sent moment my mind is a perfect blank 
on the matter. I have had a dozen 
theories, and have been compelled, one 
by one, to let them all go. I have sus¬ 
pected every one in turn ; Cleeve, her own 
father (God forgive me!), her intended 
step-mother, the very servants in the 
house, and, one by one, circumstances 
have seemed to exonerate them all. It's 
bewildering—it’s maddening ! And most 
maddening of all it is to have to sit here 
with idle hands, when I would scour the 
earth from end to end to find her ! ” 

The country around Langford Hall, 
like most of the hunting districts in 
Leicestershire, was as flat as if a gigantic 
steam-roller had passed over it. The 
Hall itself was a somewhat imposing 
Gothic structure, of rough, grey stone. 
Very grey and drear it showed in the 
autumn landscape as Loveday drove in 
through the park gates and caught her 
first glimpse of it between the all-but 
leafless elms that flanked the drive. The 
equinoctial gales had set in early this 
year, and heavy rains had helped forward 
their work of wreckage and destruction. 
The green sward of the park was near 
akin to a swamp ; and the trout stream 
that flowed across it at an angle showed 
swollen to its very banks. The sky 
was leaden with gathering masses 
of clouds; a flight of rooks, wheel¬ 
ing low and flapping their black 
wings, with their mournful cawing, 
completed the dreariness of the 
scene. 

“ A companion picture, this,” 
Loveday thought, “ to the desolation 
that must reign within the house with 
the fate of its only daughter unknown 
—unguessed at, even.” 

As she alighted at the hall door, a 
magnificent Newfoundland dog came 
bounding forth. Lord Guilleroy ca¬ 
ressed it heartily. 

“ It was her dog,” he explained. 

“ We have tried in vain to make him 
track down his mistress—these dogs 
haven’t the scent of hounds.” 

He excused himself from entering 
the house with Loveday. 

“ It’s like a vault—a catacomb ; I 
can’t stand it,” he 9aid. “ No, I’ll 
take back my horse ; ” this was said 
to the man who stood waiting. “ Tell 
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Mr. Golding he'll see me round in the 
morning without fail.” 

Loveday was shown into the library 
where Mr. Golding was waiting to receive 
her. In the circumstances no disguise 
as to her name and profession had been 
deemed necessary, and she was announced 
simply as Miss brooke from Lynch Court. 

Mr. Golding greeted her warmly. One 
glance at him convinced her that Inspec¬ 
tor Ramsay had given no exaggerated 
account of the bereaved father. His face 
was wan and haggard ; his head was 
bowed ; his voice sounded strained and 
weak. He seemed incapable of speaking 
on any save the one topic that filled his 
thoughts. 

“We pin our faith on you, Miss Brooke,” 
he said ; “ you are our last hope. Now, 
tell me you do not despair of being able 
to end this awful suspense one way or 
another. A day or two more of it will 
put me into my coffin ! ” 

“ Miss Brooke will perhaps like to have 
some tea, and to rest a little, after her 
long journey before she begins to talk ? " 
said a lady at that moment entering the 
room and advancing towards her. Love¬ 
day could only conjecture that this was 
Mrs. Greenhow, for Mr. Golding was too 
pre-occupied to make any attempt at an 
introduction. 

Mrs. Greenhow was a small, slight 
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woman, with fluffy 
hair and green- 
grey eyes. Her 
voice suggested a 
purr ; her eyes, a 
scratch. 

“Cat-tribe!” 
thought Loveday; 

“ the velvet paw 
and the hidden 
claw—the exact 
antithesis, I 
should say, to one 
of Miss Golding’s 
temperament.” 

Mr. Golding 
went back to tile 
one subject he 
had at heart. 

“ You have had 
iny daughter’s 
photograph given 
to you, I’ve no 
doubt,” he said ; 

“ but this I con¬ 
sider a far better 
likeness.” Here 
he pointed to a portrait in pastels that 
hung above his writing-table. It was 
t hat of a large-eyed, handsome girl of 
eighteen, with a remarkably sweet ex¬ 
pression about the mouth. 

Mrs. Greenhow again interposed. “ I 
think, if you don’t mind my saying so,” 
she said, “ you would slightly mislead 
Miss Brooke if you led her to think that 
that was a perfect likeness of dear Rene. 
Much as I love the dear girl.” here she 
turned to Loveday, “ I’m bound to admit 
that one seldom or never saw her wearing 
such a sweet expression of countenance.” 

Mr. Golding frowned and sharply 
changed the subject. 

“Tell me, Miss Brooke,” he said, “what 
was your first impression when the facts 
of the case were submitted to you ? I have 
been told that first impressions with you 
are generally infallible." 

Loveday parried the question. 

“ I am not at present sure that I am in 
possession of all the facts,” she answered. 
“ There are one or two questions I parti¬ 
cularly want to ask—you must forgive me 
if they seem to you a little irrelevant to 
the matter in hand. First and foremost 
I want to know if any formal good-bye 
took place between your daughter and 
Mr. Gordon Clceve ? ’’ 

“ I think not. A sudden coolness arose 


between them, 
and the young 
fellow went away 
without so much 
as shaking hands 
with me.” 

“ I fear an irre- 
parahle breach 
has occurred be¬ 
tween the Cleevts 
and yourself on 
account of dear 
Rene’s extraor¬ 
dinary treatment 
of Gordon,” said 
Mrs. Greenhow 
sweetly. 

“ There was no 
extraordinary 
treatment,” said 
Mr. Golding, now 
almost in anger. 

“ My daughter 
and Mr. Cleeve 
were good friends 
—nothing more, I 
assure you—until 
one day Rene saw him cruelly thrashing 
one of his setters, and after that she 
cut him dead—would have nothing what¬ 
ever to do with him.” 

“ Maddalena told Inspector Ramsay,” 
said Mrs. Greenhow sweetly still, “ that 
on the evening before Gordon Cleeve left 
Langford dear Rene received a note from 
him-” 

“ Which she tossed unopened into the 
fire,” finished Mr. Golding. 

“ Who is Maddalena ? ” interrupted 
Loveday. 

“ My daughter’s maid. I brought her 
over from Naples twelve years ago as 
nurse, and as Rene grew older she na¬ 
turally enough fell into her duties as 
Rene's maid. She is a dear, faithful 
creature; her aunt was nurse to Rene s 
mother.” 

“ Is it possible for Maddalena to be 
told off to wait upon me while I am in 
the house,” asked Loveday, turning to 
Mrs. Greenhow. 

“ Certainly, if you wish it. At the same 
time I warn you that she is not in a par¬ 
ticularly amiable frame of mind just now, 
and will be very likely to be sullen and 
disobliging,” answered the lady. 

“ Maddalena is not generally either one 
or the other,” said Mr. Golding depre- 
catingly ; “ but just now she is a little 
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unlike herself. The truth is, all the ser¬ 
vants have been a little too rigorously 
cross-examined by the police on matters 
of which they could have absolutely no 
knowledge, and Ramsay made such a dead 
set at ’Lena that the girl felt herself in¬ 
sulted, grew sullen and refused to open 
her lips.” 

“ She must be handled judiciously. I 
suppose she was broken-hearted when 
Miss Golding did not return from her 
morning’s walk ? ” 

A reply was prevented by the entrance 
of a servant with a telegram in his hand. 

Mr. Golding tore it open, and, in a 
trembling voice, read aloud as follows: 

“ Some one answering to the description 
of your daughter was seen yesterday in 
the Champs Elysees, but disappeared 
before she could be detained. Watch 
arrivals at Folkestone and Dover.” 

The telegram was dated from Paris, 
and was from M. Dulau, of the Paris 
police. Mr. Golding’s agitation was piti¬ 
able. 

“Great heavens! is it possible?” he 
cried, putting his hand to his forehead as 
if stunned. “ I’ll start for Dover—no, 
Paris, I think, at once.” He staggered 
to his feet, looking around him in a dazed 
and bewildered fashion. He might as 
well have talked of starting for the moon 
or the north star. 

“ Pardon me,” said Loveday, “ Inspec¬ 
tor Ramsay is the right person to deal 
with that telegram. It should be sent to 
him at once.” 

Mr. Golding sank back in his chair, 
trembling from head to foot. 

“ I think you are right,” he said faintly. 
“ I might break down and lose a possible 
chance.” 

Then he turned once more to the man 
who stood waiting for orders, and desired 
him to take the fastest horse in the stables 
and ride at once with the telegram to the 
inspector. 

“ And,” he added, “ on your way bick 
call at the Castle, see Lord Guilleroy, and 
give him the news.” He turned a pleading 
lace towards Loveday. “ This is good 
news—you consider it good news, do you 
not ? ” he asked piteously. 

“ It won’t do to depend too much on it, 
will it?” said Mrs. Greenhow. “ You see, 
there have been so many false alarms—if 
I may use the word.”—This was said to 
Loveday. — “ Three times last week we 
had telegrams from different parts of the 
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country saying dear Rene had been seen— 
now here, now there. I think there must 
be a good many girls like her wandering 
about the world.” 

“ The dress has something to do with 
it, no doubt,” answered Loveday; “ it is 
not a very distinctive one. Still, we must 
hope for the best. It is possible, of 
course, that at this very moment the 
young lady may be on her way home with 
a full explanation of what has seemed ex¬ 
traordinary conduct on her part. Now, 
if you will allow me, I will go to my room. 
And will you please give the order that 
Maddalena shall follow me there as 
quickly as possible.” 

Loveday’s thoughts were very busy 
when, in the quietude of her own room, 
she sank into an easy-chair beside the 
fire. The case to which she had so un¬ 
willingly devoted her attention was 
beginning to present some interesting in¬ 
tricacies. She passed in review the 
dramatis persona of the little drama 
which she could only hope might not end 
in a tragedy. The broken-hearted father; 
the would-be step-mother, with her feline 
affinities; the faithful maid; the cruel- 
tempered lover ; the open-faced, energetic 
one, each in turn received their meed of 
attention. 

“ That man would be one to depend on 
in an emergency,” she said to herself, al¬ 
lowing her thoughts to dwell a little longer 
upon Lord Guilleroy than upon the 
others. “ He has, I should say, a good 
head on his shoulders and-” 

But here a tap-tap at the door brought 
her thinking to a standstill, and in re¬ 
sponse to her “Come in” the door opened 
and the maid ’Lena entered. 

She was a tall, black-eyed, dark-skinned 
woman of about thirty, dressed in a neat 
black stuff gown. Twelve years of Eng¬ 
lish domestic life had considerably modi¬ 
fied the outer tokens of her nationality: a 
gold dagger that kept a thick coil of hair 
in its place, and a massive Roman-cut 
cameo ring on the third finger of her right 
hand, were about the only things that differ¬ 
entiated her appearance from that of the 
ordinary English lady’s maid. Possibly 
as a rule she wore a pleasant, smiling 
expression of countenance. For the 
moment, however, her face was shadowed 
by a sullen scowl that said as plainly as 
words could: “ I am here very much 
against my will, and intend to render you 
the most unwilling of services.” 
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Loveday felt that she must be taken in 
hand at once. 

“ You are Miss Golding’s maid, I be¬ 
lieve,” she said in a short, sharp tone. 

“Yes, madame.” This in a slow, sullen 
one. 

“ Very well. Kindly unstrap that port¬ 
manteau and open my dressing-bag. I 
am glad you are to wait upon me while 
I am here. I don’t suppose you ever be¬ 
fore in your life acted maid to a lady 
detective ” 

“ Never, madame.” This in a still 
more sullen tone than before. 

“Ah, it will be a new experience to you 
and I hope that it may be made a profit¬ 
able one also. Tell me, are you saving 
up money to get married ? ” 

’Lena, on her knees unstrapping the 
portmanteau, started and looked up. 

“ How does madame know that ? ” she 
asked. 

Loveday pointed to the cameo ring on 
her third finger. “I only guessed at such 
a possibility,” she answered. “Well, now, 
’Lena, I am going to make you an offer. 
I will give you fifty pounds—fifty, remem¬ 
ber, in English gold—if you will procure 
for me certain information that I require 
in the prosecution of my work here.” 

The sullen look on’Lena’s face deepened. 

“ I am a servant of the house,’* she 
answered, bending lower over the port¬ 
manteau ; “ I do not sell its secrets even 
for English gold.” 

“ But it is not the secrets of your mas¬ 
ter’s house I am wanting to buy—no, nor 
anybody else’s secrets; I only want you 
to procure for m.e certain information that 
I could easily have procured for myself if 
I had been a little sooner on the scene. 
And the information I want relates to no 
one inside the house but someone outside 
it—Mr. Gordon Cleeve.” 

The sullen look on ’Lena’s face gave 
place to one of intense, unutterable relief. 

“ Mr. Gordon Cleeve ! ” she repeated. 
u Oh-h, for fifty pounds, I will undertake 
to bring madame a good deal of informa¬ 
tion about him; I know some of the 
servants in Sir Gordon’s house. I know, 
too, the mother of Mr. Cleeve’s valet who 
has started with him on his journey round 
the world.” 

“ Good. So, then, it is a bargain. Now, 
’Lena, tell me truly, is this Mr. Cleeve a 
great favourite with you ? ” 

“ With me ! Ah, the good God forbid, 
madame ! I never liked him ; I used to 


say to Miss Ren£ when I brought her his 
flowers and his notes: * Have nothing to 
do with him, he is cruel—bad at heart.’” 

“ Ah, yes; I read all that in your face 
when I mentioned his name. Now what 
I want you first and foremost to do for 
me is to find out how this young man 
spent the last day that he was at Lang¬ 
ford. I want you to bring me a report of 
his doings—as exact a report as possible 
—on the 18th of this month. 

“ I will do my best, madame.” 

“ Very good. Now, there is something 
else. Would you be greatly surprised if 
I told you that the young man did not 
sail in the Buckingham from Brindisi as is 
generally supposed ? ” 

“ Madame ! Inspector Ramsay said he 
had ascertained beyond a doubt that Mr. 
Cleeve went on board the Buckingham at 
Brindisi! ” 

“ Ah, to go on board is one thing: to 
sail is another! Now, listen, ’Lena, very 
carefully to what I am going to say. I 
am expecting daily to receive some most 
important information respecting this 
gentleman’s movements, and I may want 
someone to set off at a minute’s notice for 
Paris, perhaps; or, perhaps, Florence or 
Naples to verify that information; would 
you do this for me ?—of course, I would 
supply you with money and full details as 
to your journey.” 

A flush of pleasure passed over ’Lena’s 
face. 

“ Yes, madame,” she answered; “ if you 
could get my master’s permission for me 
to go.” 

“ I will undertake to do so.” She 
pondered a moment, then added a little 
tentatively, and closely watching ’Lena's 
face as she asked the question, “ I sup¬ 
pose Miss Golding resembled her mother 
in appearance—I do not see any likeness 
between her portrait and her father ? ” 

’Lena’s sullenness and stateliness had 
vanished together now, and once upon 
the topic of her nursling she was the 
warm-hearted, enthusiastic Italian woman 
once more. She became voluble in her 
description of her dear Miss Rene; her 
beauty, her fascinating ways, which she 
traced entirely to the Italian blood that 
flowed in her veins; and anecdote after 
anecdote she related of the happy time 
when they lived among the lakes and 
mountains of her native land. 

The room grew dark and darker, while 
she gossipped apace, and presently, the 


THE EXPERIENCES OE LOVE DAY BROOKE. 


dressing-bell clanged through the house. 

“ Light the candles now,” said Loveday, 
rising from her seat beside the fire; “ draw 
down the blinds and shut out that dreary 
autumn scene ; its sets me shivering ! ” 

It might well do so. The black clouds 
had fulfilled their threat, and rain, now 
was dashing in torrents against the panes. 
A tall sycamore, immediately outside the 
window, creaked and groaned dismally in 
response to the wind that came whistling 
round the corner of the house, and 
between the swaying and all but leafless 
elms, Loveday could catch a glimpse of 
the grey, winding trout stream, swollen 
now to its limits and threatening to over¬ 
flow its banks. 

Dinner that 
night was in 
keeping with the 
gloom that over¬ 
hung the house 
within and with¬ 
out ; although the 
telegram from!; 

Paris had seemed 
to let in a ray of 
hope, Mr. Gold¬ 
ing was evidently i' 
afraid to put 
much trust in it. 

“As Mrs. 

Green how says, 
we have had 
many disappoint¬ 
ments,” he said 
sadly, as he took 
his place at table. 

“ So many false 
clues —false 
scents started. 

Ramsay has at once put himself in com¬ 
munication with the police at Boulogne 
and Calais, as well as at Dover and 
Folkestone. We can only pray that some¬ 
thing may come of it 1 ” 

“ And dear Lord Guilleroy.” chimed in 
Mrs. Greenhow, in her soft, purring voice, 
“ has started for Paris immediately. The 
young man has such a vast amount of 
energy, and thinks he can do the work 
of the police better than they can do it 
for themselves.” 

“ That’s hardly a fair way of putting it, 
Clare,” interrupted Mr. Golding irritably; 
“ he is working heart and soul with 
the police, and thinks it advisable that 
someone representing me should be in 
Paris, in case an emergency should 
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arise; also he wants himself to question 
Dulau respecting my daughter’s sudden 
appearance and disappearance in the Paris 
streets. Guilleroy,” here he turned to 
Loveday, “is devotedly attached to my 
daughter, and—why, Dryad, what’s the 
matter, old man, down, down! Don’t growl 
and whine in that miserable fashion.” 

He had broken off to address these 
words to the newfoundland, who, until 
that moment, had been comfortably 
stretched on the hearth-rug before the fire, 
but who now had suddenly started to his 
feet, with ears erect, and given a prolonged 
growl, that ended in something akin to a 
whine. 

“ It may be a fox trotting past the 


window,” said Mrs. Greenhow, whipping 
at the dog with her lace handkerchief 
But Dryad was not to be so easily sub¬ 
dued. With his nose to the ground now, 
he was sniffing uneasily at and around 
the heavy curtains that half draped the 
long French windows of the room. 

“ Something has evidently disturbed 
him. Why not let him out into the gar¬ 
den ? ” said Loveday. And Mr. Golding, 
with a “ Hey, Dryad, go, find ! ” unfast¬ 
ened the window and iet the dog out into 
the windy darkness. 

Dinner was a short meal that night. It 
was easy to see that it was only by a 
strong effort of will that Mr. Golding kept 
his place at table, and made even a pre¬ 
tence of eating. 
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At the close of the meal Loveday asked 
for a quiet corner, in which to write some 
business letters, and was shown into the 
library by Mr. Golding. 

44 You’ll find all you require here, I 
think,” he said, with something of a sigh, 
placing a chair for her at a lady’s daven¬ 
port. 44 This was Rent’s favourite corner, 
and here are the last flowers she gathered 
—dead, all dead, but I will r.ot have them 
touched ! ” He broke off abruptly, set 
down the vase of dead asters which he had 
taken in his hand, and quitted the room, 
leaving Loveday to the use of Rene’s pen, 
ink, paper and blotting-pad. 

Loveday soon became absorbed in her 
business letters. Time flew swiftly, and 
it was not until a clock on the mantel¬ 
piece chimed the hour—ten o’clock—that 
she gave a thought as to what might be 
the hour for retiring at the Hall. 

Something else beside the striking of 
the clock almost simultaneously caught 
her ear—the whining and scratching of a 
dog at one of the windows. These, like 
those of the dining - room, opened as 
doors into an outside verandah. They 
were, however, closely shuttered, and 
Loveday had to ring for a servant to undo 
the patent fastener. 

As soon as the window was opened 
Dryad rushed into the room, plastered 
with mud and dripping with water from 
every hair. 

44 He must have been in the stream,” 
said the footman, trying to collar the dog 
and lead him out of the room. 

44 Stop ! one moment! ” cried Love¬ 
day, for her eye had caught sight of some¬ 
thing hanging in shreds between the dog’s 
teeth. She bent over him, patting and 
soothing him, and contrived to disen¬ 
tangle those shreds, which a closer exami¬ 
nation proved to be a few tattered frag¬ 
ments of dark blue serge. 

44 Is your letter-writing nearly ended, 
Miss Brooke?” asked Mr. Golding, at 
that moment entering the room. 

For reply, Loveday held up the shreds 
of blue serge. His face grew ashen white ; 
he needed no explanation ; those shreds 
and the dripping dog seemed to tell their 
own tale. 

44 Great heavens ! ” he cried, 44 why did 
I not follow the dog out ! There must 
be a search at once. Get men, lanterns, 
ropes, a 1 \dder—the dog, too, will be of 

use.” 

A terrible energy took possession of him. 


44 Find, Dryad, find,” he shouted to the 
dog, and then, hatless and thin-shoed as 
he was, he rushed out into the darkness 
with Dryad at his heels. 

In less than five minutes afterwards the 
whole of the men-servants of the house, 
with lanterns, ropes and a ladder long 
enough to span the stream, had followed 
him. The wind had fallen, the rain had 
ceased now, and a watery half-moon was 
struggling through the thin, flying clouds. 
Loveday and Mrs. Greenhow, standing 
beneath the verandah, watched the men 
disappear in the direction of the trout 
stream, whither Dryad had led the way. 
From time to time shouts came to them, 
through the night-stillness, of 44 This 
way,” 44 No, here,” together with Dryad’s 
sharp bark and the occasional distant 
flash of a bull’s-eye lantern. It was not 
until nearly half-an-hour afterwards that 
one of the men came running back to the 
house with a solemn white face and a 
pitiful tale. He wanted something that 
would serve for a stretcher, he said in a 
subdued tone—the two-fold oak screen in 
the hall would do—and please, into which 
room was * 4 it” to be brought ? 

On the following evening Mr. Dyer re¬ 
ceived a lengthy despatch from Miss 
Brooke, which ran as follows: 

44 Langford Hall. 

44 This is to supplement my .^telegram 
of an hour back, telling you of the 
finding of Miss Golding’s body in the 
stream that runs through her father’s 
grounds. Mr. Golding has himself iden¬ 
tified the body, and has now utterly 
collapsed. At the present moment it 
seems rather doubtful whether he will be 
in a fit state to give evidence at the in¬ 
quest, which will be held to-morrow. 
Miss Golding appears to be dressed as 
she was when she left home, with this 
notable exception—the marquise ring has 
disappeared from the third finger of her 
left hand, and in its stead she wears a 
plain gold wedding-ring. Now, this is a 
remarkable circumstance, and strikes a 
strange keynote to my mind. I am writing 
hurriedly, and can only give; you the most 
important points in this very singular 
case. The maid, ’Lena, a reserved, self- 
contained woman, gave way to a passion 
of grief when the young lady’s body was 
brought in and laid upon her own bed. 
She insisted on performing all the last sad 
offices for the dead, however, in spite of 
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her grief, and is now, I am glad to say, 
calmer and capable of a little quiet con¬ 
versation with me. I keep her continually 
in attendance on me, as I am rather 
anxious to keep my eye on her just now. 
I have telegraphed to Lord Guilleroy, ask¬ 
ing him, in spite of the terrible news which 
will in due course reach him, to be good 
enough to remain in Paris awaiting direc¬ 
tions from me, which may have to be 
carried out at a minute’s notice. I hope 
to have further news to send a little 
later on.” 

Mr. Dyer laid aside the letter with a 
grunt of dissatisfaction. 

“ Well,” he said to himself, I suppose 
she expects me to be able to read between 
the lines, but I’m bothered if I can make 
head or tail of it all. She seems to me 
to be going a little wide of the mark just 
now; it might be as well to give her a 
hint.” So he dashed off a few brief lines 
as follows: 

“I suppose you are concentrating now 
on finding out what were Miss Golding’s 
movements while absent from her home. 
It seems to me this could be better done 
in Paris than at Langford Hall. The 
ring on her finger necessarily implies that 
she has gone through a marriage service 
somewhere, and as she was seen in Paris 
a day or two ago, it is as likely as not 
that the ceremony took place there. The 
Paris police could give you ‘ yea or nay * 
on this matter within twenty-four hours. 
As to the maid, ’Lena, I think you are 
laying too much stress upon her possible 
knowledge of her mistress’s movements. 

“ If she had been tied down to secrecy 
by promise of reward, she would naturally, 
now that all such promises are rendered 
futile, reveal all she knows on the matter 
—she has nothing to gain by keeping the 
secrets of the dead.” 

This letter crossed on its road a tele¬ 
gram from Loveday running thus :— 

“ Inquest over. Verdict, ‘ found 
drowned, but how deceased got into the 
water there is no evidence to show.’ 
Funeral takes place to-morrow; Mr. Gold¬ 
ing delirious with brain fever.” 

On the day following Mr. Dyer received 
a second letter from Loveday. Thus it 
ran :— 

“ The funeral is over ; Mr. Golding is 
much worse. I have despatched ’Lena to 
Paris, telling her I require her services 
there to follow up a clue I hold respecting 


Mr. Gordon Cleeve, and promising her 
rewards commensurate with the manner in 
which she carries out my orders. I have 
also written to Lord Guilleroy, telling him 
the sort of assistance 1 require ftom him. 
If he is the man I take him for he will be 
more useful to me than all the Paris po¬ 
lice put together. I will answer your 
letter in detail in a day or two. The 
neighbourhood is still in a state of great 
excitement and all sorts of wild repoits 
are flying about. Ramsay and Dulau 
have traced a lady, dressed in dark blue 
serge, and answering in other respects to 
Miss Golding’s description, from the Sta¬ 
tion du Midi, Paris, step by step to her 
arrival at Langford Cross, whence, poor 
thing, she must have walked through the 
pouring rain to the Hall. I do not see, 
however, that this information helps us 
forward one step towards the solution of 
the mystery of the girl’s disappearance. 
Ramsay is a little inclined to criticise 
what he calls my 4 leisurely handling ’ ot 
the case. Mrs. Greenhow, who is a ter¬ 
ribly empty-headed, but, at the same time, 
essentially hard-natured little woman, 
appears disposed to follow suit, and has 
more than once thrown out hints that my 
stay in the house is being unnecessarily 
prolonged. As there is practically no 
further necessity for my remaining at the 
Hall, I have told her that I shall to-day 
take up my quarters at the Roebuck Inn 
(by courtesy hotel), at Langford Cross. I 
believe she is unfeignedly glad at what 
she considers the ending of the affair. 
The imperious yet fascinating young lady 
no doubt ruled her and the household 
generally with a rod of iron, and the little* 
woman, I feel sure, if she had dared, 
would have ordered bonfires and a general 
rejoicing on the day of the funeral. Well, 
I have not much sympathy with her, and 
am preparing for her a shock to her not 
too-sensitive nerves which she little sus¬ 
pects. My chief anxiety at the present 
moment is Mr. Golding, who still remains 
unconscious. I have requested the doc¬ 
tors to send me two bulletins daily of his 
condition, which I fear is a most serious 
one.” 

There could be little doubt on this 
head. The doctors’ verdict on the day 
that Loveday left Langford Hall for “The 
Roebuck ” was “ absolutely no hope.” 
The bulletin brought to her on the follow¬ 
ing morning was “ Condition remains 
unchanged.” On the third day, however, 
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the report was “ Slight improvement.” 
Then followed the welcome bulletins of 
“Improvement maintained,” and “ Out of 
danger,” to be followed subsequently by 
the niost welcome report of all: “ Is making 
steady progress towards recovery." 

“ It is Mr. Golding’s illness that has 
kept me here so long,” said Loveday to 
Inspector Ramsay, as if by way of apology 
for her continued presence on the scene. 
“ I think, however, I can see my way to 
departure now. Going to Paris ? Oh, 
dear me, no. I have telegraphed to Mr. 
Dyer to expect me back the day after 
to-morrow. I shall travel up by the 
night train to-morrow ; if you will like to 
come to me here, or will meet me at Lang¬ 
ford Cross Station, I will give you a full 
report of all I have done since I took the 
case in hand. Now I am going to the 
Hall to ascertain at what hour to-morrow 
it will be convenient for me to say good¬ 
bye to Mr. Golding.” 

More than this Ramsay was unable to 
extract from Miss Brooke. His open 
strictures upon what he called her “ leis¬ 
urely handling of the case ” had put her 
upon her mettle, and she had decided 
that Ramsay and his colleagues should be 
taught that Lynch Court had a special 
way of doing things and could hold its 
own with the best. 

On her way to the Hall Love- 
day called at the post-office, 
and there had a letter with r. 

London postmark handed 
her. This she at once opened 
and read, and then despatched 
a reply to it by telegram. The 
reply was an enigmatic one to 
the village post-master, for 
Loveday, after a few casual 
questions as 
his ' knowledge of 
Continental lan¬ 
guages, chose Ger¬ 
man as her medium 
of communication. 

The address, how¬ 
ever, “To Lord 
Guilleroy, at Char¬ 
ing Cross Hotel,” 
was plain reading 
enough. 

At the Hall Love¬ 
day found Mrs. 

Greenhow in an 
active state of mind. 

Mr. Golding, she 


informed her, with a sweet effusiveness, 
would come down stairs for a short 
time on the following day, and she 
was doing all that lay in her power to put 
out of sight anything that might awaken 
painful recollections. “ I have had dear 
Rene's harp removed to a lumber room, 
her portrait taken down from the libraty 
wall,” she said, in her usual purring 
tones; “ and her davenport is being 

wheeled into my own sitting-room. Poor 
dear Ren6i If only she could have been 
taught to govern her wilful temper a 
happier fate might have befallen her. 
What that fate was I suppose we shall 
never know now.” 

Loveday’s only reply to this was to ask 
for an exact report of the doctor’s opinion 
of Mr. Golding’s condition. Mrs. Green- 
how put her handkerchief to her eyes as 
she answered that Doctor Godwin’s 
opinion was that, so far as bodily strength 
was concerned, he was considerably bet¬ 
ter, but that his mental condition was a 
serious one. His brain appeared to be in 
a state of semi-stupefaction, which it was 
possible might be indicative of the soften¬ 
ing of its tissues. 

Loveday expressed a wish to see this 
doctor—to time her farewell visit to Mr. 
Golding on the following day with Dr. 
Godwin’s daily call. In fact, she would 
like a little private 
talk with him before 
she went in to see 
his patient. 

To all this Mrs. 
Greenhow offered no 
objection. Lady de¬ 
tectives, she said to 
herself, were a race 
apart and had a 
curious way of doing 
things ; but, thank 
heaven, she would 
see the last of 
this one ! 

The stormy au¬ 
tumnal weather had 
given place now to 
a brief spell of late 
summer sunshine, 
and on the last day of 
her visit to Langford, 
Miss Brooke had a 
cheerier view of the 
Hall and its sur¬ 
roundings than she 
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had had on the day of her arrival there. 
The trout stream had retreated to its na¬ 
tural proportions, and showed like a streak 
of molten silver—not a grey, turbid flood— 
in the bright sunlight that played at hide- 
and-seek between the branchesof the stript 
elms. Even the old rooks seemed to 
have a cheery undemote to their 44 caw, 
caw ” as they wheeled about the old 
house; and Dryad himself, as he once 
more came bounding forth to greet her, 
appeared to her fancy to have a less 
dolorous ring in his noisy bark. 

44 That dog is a perfect nuisance—has 
been utterly spoilt. I must have him 
chained up,” said Mrs. Greenhow, as she 
led the way into a room where Dr. Godwin 
sat awaiting Loveday. She introduced 
them one to the other. 44 Shall I remain, or 
do you wish to converse alone ? ” she asked. 

And as Loveday answered with deci¬ 
sion 44 Alone,” the little woman had no 
choice but to withdraw, wondering once 
more over the vagaries of lady detectives. 

Half-an.hour afterwards the doctor, a 
clever-looking, active little man, led the 
way into the library where Mr. Golding 
was seated. 

Loveday was greatly shocked at the 
change which a few days’ illness had 
wrought* in him. His chair was drawn 
close to the window, and the autumn sun¬ 
shine that filled the room threw into piti¬ 
ful relief his shrunken frame and pallid 
face, aged now by about a dozen years. 
His eyes were closed, his head was bent 
low on his breast, and he did not lift it as 
the door opened. 

44 You need not remain,” said Dr. 
Godwin to the nurse, who rose as they 
entered; and Loveday and the doctor 
were left alone with the patient. 

Loveday drew near softly. 44 I am 
going back to town this evening, and 
have come to say good-bye,” she said, ex¬ 
tending her hand. 

Mr. Golding opened his eyes, staring 
vaguely at the extended hand. 44 To say 
good-bye!” he repeated, m a dreamy, 
lar-away tone. 

14 I am Miss Brooke,” Loveday ex¬ 
plained. 44 1 came down from London 
to investigate the strange circumstances 
connected with your daughter’s disap¬ 
pearance.” 

“ My daughter’s disappearance ! ” He 
started and began to tremble violently. 

The doctor had his hand on his patient's 
pulse now. 
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44 I have conducted my investigations 
under somewhat disadvantageous circum¬ 
stances,” Loveday went on quietly, “ and, 
for a time, with but little result. A few 
days back,* however, I received important 
information from Lord Guilleroy, and to¬ 
day I have seen and communicated with 
him. In fact, it was his carriage that 
brought me to your house this after¬ 
noon.” 

44 Lord Guilleroy ! ” repeated Mr. Gold¬ 
ing slowly. His voice had a more natural 
ring in it; recollection, although, perhaps, 
a painful one, seemed to sound in it. 

“ Yes. He said he would wander about 
the park until I had seen and prepared 
you for his visit. Ah ! there he is coming 
up the drive.” 

Here she drew back the curtain that 
half-draped the open window. 

This window commanded a good view 
of the drive, with its over-arching elms, 
that led from the lodge gates to the 
house. Along that drive two persons were 
advancing at that moment in leisurely 
fashion ; one of those two was un¬ 
doubtedly Lord Guilleroy, the other was 
a tall, graceful girl, dressed in deep 
mourning. 

Mr. Golding’s eyes followed Loveday’s 
at first with a blank, expressionless stare. 
Then, little by little, that stare changed 
info a look of intelligence and recogni¬ 
tion. His face grew ashen white, then a 
wave of colour swept over it. 

44 Lord Guilleroy, yes,” he said, panting 
and struggling for breath. 44 But—but 
who is that walking with him ? Tell me. 
tell me quickly, for the love of Heaven ! ” 

He tried to rise to his feet, but his 
limbs failed him. The doctor poured out 
a cordial, and put it to his lips. 

44 Drink this, please,” he said. 44 Now 
tell him quickly,’’ he whispered to Love¬ 
day. 

44 That young lady,” she resumed 
calmly, 44 is your daughter Ren6, She 
drove up witli me and Lord Guilleroy 
from Langford Cross. Shall I ask her to 
come in and see you ? She is only wait¬ 
ing for Dr. Godwin’s permission to do so.” 

Time to grantor refuse that permission, 
however, was not accorded to Dr. Godwin. 
Ren^—a sadder, sweeter-faced Rene than 
the one who had so impetuously discarded 
home and father—now stood outside in the 
44 half-sun, half-shade” of the verandah, 
and had caught the sound of Loveday’s 
last words. 
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She swept impetuously past her into the 
room. 

“Father, father!” she said, as she 
knelt down beside his chair, “ 1 have 
come back at last ! Are you not glad to 
see me ? ” 

“ I dare say it all seems very mysterious 
to you,’* said Loveday to Inspector 
Ramsay, as together they paced the plat¬ 
form of Langford Cross Station, waiting 
for the incoming of the London train, 
‘‘but, I assure you, it all admits of the 
easiest and simplest of explanations. ‘ Who 
on earth was it that the inquest was held 
over, and who was buried about a week 
ago,’ do you say ? Oh, that was Mr. Gold¬ 
ing’s wife, Irene, daughter of Count Mas¬ 
cagni, of Alguida, in South Italy, whom 
everyone believed to be dead. It is her 
history that holds the key to the whole 
affair from first to last. I will begin at the 
beginning, and tell you her story as nearly 
as possible as it was told to me. To be 
quite frank with you, I would have ad¬ 
mitted you long ago into my confidence, 
and told you, step by step, how things 
were working themselves out, if you had 
not offended me by criticising my method 
of doing my work.” 

“ I’m sure I’m very sorry,” here broke 
in Ramsay in a deprecating tone. 

“ Oh, pray don't mention it. Let me 
see, where was I ? Ah, I must go back 
some nineteen or twenty years in Mr. 
Golding's life in order to make things 
clear to you. The particulars which I 
had from Mr. Dyer, and which I fancy 
you supplied him with respecting Mr. 
Golding’s early life were so meagre that, 
directly I arrived at the Hall I set to 
work to supplement them ; this I con¬ 
trived to do in a before-dinner chat with 
'Lena, Miss Golding’s maid. I found out 
through her that Irene Mascagni was a 
typical Italian woman of the half-educated, 
passionate, beautiful, animal kind, and 
that Mr. Golding’s early married life was 
anything but a happy one. Irene was 
motherless and had been so spoilt from 
babyhood upwards by her old nurse, 
’Lena’s aunt, that she could not brook the 
slightest opposition to her whims and 
wishes. She was a great coquette also ; 
lovers were an absolute necessity to her. 
Remonstrance on Mr. Golding’s part was 
useless; Irene met it by appeals to her 
lather for protection against what she 
considered her husband’s brutality; in con¬ 


sequence, a serious quarrel ensued between 
the Count and Mr. Golding, and when the 
latter announced his intention of breaking 
up his Italian home and buying an estate 
in England, Irene, accompanied by her 
nurse, Antonia, left her husband and little 
daughter and went back to her father's 
house, vowing that nothing would induce 
her to leave her beloved Italy. At this 
crisis in his affairs, Mr. Golding was sud¬ 
denly compelled to undertake a journey 
to Australia to adjust certain complicated 
matters of business. He took with him 
on this voyage his little girl, Rene, and her 
nurse—now her maid, ‘Lena. The visit 
to Australia in all occupied about six 
months. During that time no communi¬ 
cation of any sort passed between him 
and his wife or her father. He resolved, 
however, to make one more effort to in¬ 
duce Irene to return to her home and her 
duty ; and, with this object, he went to 
Naples on his return to Europe and wrote 
to his wife from there, asking her to 
appoint a day for a meeting. In reply to 
this letter he received a visit from 
Antonia, who, with a great show of 
sorrow, informed him that Iren6 had 
caught a fever during his absence, and 
had died, and now lay buried in the 
family vault at Alguida. Mr. Golding’s 
grief at the tidings was no doubt mitigated 
by the thought of the unfortunate married 
life he had led. He made no attempt to 
communicate with Count Mascagni,started 
at once for England, and set up his estab¬ 
lishment at Langford Hall. All this, with 
the exception of the name of Irene’s 
father and that of his estate, was told me 
by ’Lena, who, I may mention in passing, 
laid great stress upon the wonderful like¬ 
ness that existed between Miss Golding 
and her mother. She was, she said, the 
exact counterpart of what her mother had 
been at her age.” 

“It is marvellous to me how you con¬ 
trived to get anything out of that woman 
’Lena/’ said Ramsay ; “ she was most 
obstinately taciturn with me.” 

“ Pardon me if I say that was because 
she had been most iujudiciously handled. 
In the circumstances it would never have 
occurred to me to put a single direct 
question to her, although I, like you, felt 
convinced that she was the one and only 
person likely to be in her young mistress’s 
confidence. So fully imbued was I with 
this idea that I felt certain, that, if she 
could be sent out of the house on any pre- 
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text, by closely following her movements, 
we should, sooner or later, come upon the 
traces of Miss Golding. To attain this 
end, I feigned suspicion of Mr. Gordon 
Cleeve, and promised her rewards if she 
would bring me tidings of his doings. 
This was to pave the way to dismissing 
her on a journey to Italy. It also had the 
most welcome effect of calming her mind 
and convincing her of my belief in her 
innocence. With her fears thus allayed, 
I found her no longer sullen but com¬ 
municative to a degree.” 

“ Pardon my interrupting you at this 
point, but will you kindly tell me what, 
in the first instance, aroused your sus¬ 
picions as to the identity of the person 
‘ found drowned ’ by the coroner’s jury ? ” 

“ ’Lena’s conduct when the body was 
brought into the house. I should, how¬ 
ever, tell you that a key-note of suspicion 
as to the possibility of Mrs. Golding being 
still alive had been struck when, as I sat 
writing at Miss Golding’s davenport, I 
found the words ‘ Mia Madre ’ scribbled 
here and there on her blotting-pad. Now 
what, I said to myself, could, after all 


these years, have turned her thoughts to 
her mother and her early Italian home. 
The wedding-ring on the lady’s finger, 
coupled with ’Lena’s statement as to Miss 
Golding’s marvellous likeness to her 
mother, together with an exclamation 
of Mr. Golding’s, after identifying the 
body, that his daughter had ‘ aged by a 
dozen years.’ made these suspicions grow 
stronger. It was, however, ’Lena’s own 
conduct that resolved them into positive 
certainty. I watched her narrowly after 
the bod}' had been brought into the 
house. At first her grief was passionate 
and intense, and in it she let fall—in 
Italian — the extraordinary exclamation 
that a woman should break her heart for 
her lover, not for her mother. Then she, 
too, went into the room where the body 
lay—went in weeping, came out dry-eyed, 
and in the most methodical manner set to 
work to perform the last sad offices for 
the dead.” 

“ Ah, yes, I see. Pray go on.” 

“ It was on the day of the funeral, if 
you remember, that I despatched ’Lena to 
Paris. I had previously written to Lord 
Guilleroy, hinting my suspicions, and 
begging him, in spite of everything, to 
remain at Paris, and 
to carry out any direc¬ 
tions I might send him 
to the very letter. On 
despatching ’Lena, I 
again wrote to him, 
telling him when she 
would arrive, where 
she would put up, and 
bidding him keep his 
eye on her, and fellow 
her movements step 
by step. From Paris, 
I sent ’Lena on to 
Naples, bidding her 
await further orders 
there, and all unknown 
to her, the train that 
carried her thither, 
carried also Lord 
Guilleroy. Naples had 
been the only place 
she had mentioned to 
me by name in her 
gossip about her life in 
Italy, but I felt con¬ 
fident, from some 
casual remarks she 
had let fall, that Irene 
Mascagni’s early 
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home, as well, also, as the home of her 
own lover, was within easy reach of the 
city. It was only natural to conjecture 
that if I kept her waiting there for orders 
she would utilise the opportunity for pay¬ 
ing a visit to her friends and relatives, and 
aiso to her young mistress, if she were, as 
I supposed, in that neighbourhood. The 
result proved my conjecture correct.” 

44 And Lord Guilleroy, thus following 
her movements, step by step, came upon 
her and Miss Golding in company ? ” 

44 He did. I think Lord Guilleroy 
deserves high encomium for the way in 
which he performed his share in this some¬ 
what intricate case. No trained detective 
could have done better. He tracked ’Lena 
home to Alguida, a small hamlet within 
fifteen miles of Naples, and came upon 
her talking to Miss Golding, who stood 
at the gate of her grandfather’s chateau 
dressed in her mother’s Neapolitan dress. 
Miss Golding was unfeignedly glad to be 
taken possession of, so to speak, by one 
of her father’s English friends, for she was 
becoming nervous and distressed at the 
position in which she found herself. Her 
mother was dead ; her grandfather, a man 
of a violent temper, refused to allow her to 
leave his chateau, as he alleged he required, 
in his old age, the attendance of one who 
was of his own kith and kin. Also there 
was in her mind a natural shrinking from 
the story she would have to tell her 
father, and the fear lest he might not be 
willing to forgive her for the part she had 
played. Nothing could have been more 
opportune than Lord Guilleroy’s arrival. 
Miss Golding accorded to him her full 
confidence, and from this point the story 
ceases to be mine and becomes Lord 
Guilleroy’s, as communicated to him by 
Miss Golding.” 

41 It is, in fact, the other half of the story 
that was told you by ’Lena ? ” 

“ It is; it starts from the period, twelve 
years back, when Mrs. Golding was sup¬ 
posed by her husband and child to be 
dead. Instead of dying, however, she had, 
after a month’s stay at her father’s lonely 
country house, joined a company of actors, 
then passing through Alguida. Her great 
personal beauty ensured her ready ad¬ 
mission to the corps; and in her new 
life, no doubt, her vanity and innate love 
of coquetry found ample gratification. 
The faithful old nurse had followed her in 
her new career ; the dramatic corps was 
actually in Naples when Mr. Golding 


arrived there, and the two women, neither 
of whom was disposed to enter upon the 
dull routine of English domestic life, had 
fabricated the lie in order the more effectu¬ 
ally to retain their liberty. It is most 
probable that Count Mascagni knew 
nothing whatever of his daughter’s move¬ 
ments at this period of her career. It is 
possible that, after a time, he may have 
believed her to be dead, for eleven years 
passed without his receiving any commu¬ 
nication from her. 7 ’ 

“ Eleven years ! Was she on the stage 
the whole of that time ? ” 

44 I have not been able to ascertain — 
in fact, I have not been very keen in 
making enquiries on this point, for it 
really is of little or no importance to the 
case. So far as we are concerned, her 
career is of importance only after her 
return to her father’s house, now about a 
year ago. She came back one day, 
attended by Antonia, evidently out of 
health and in great poverty. Her father 
received her back conditionally ; she had 
disgraced him and his ancient name, he 
said ; dead she was supposed to be by her 
friends, dead she must remain—she must 
go nowhere; she must see no one.” 

44 Ah, a sad story ! And I suppose after 
a time the poor woman’s thoughts flew 
to her husband and little daughter ? ” 

44 Yes. Antonia wrote to ’Lena that 
the mother was dying for the sight of her 
child, and implored her to tell Ren6 that 
her mother lived — a mother who had 
been cruelly treated alike by husband and 
father — and beg her, at all hazards, to 
come to her, that she might clasp her in 
her arms before the shadows of death 
closed in around her. This part of the 
story I had from Ren^ herself as we 
drove together to the Hall. The girl told 
me that when she read that letter all her 
blood was stirred within her. She was 
seized with a burning desire there and 
then to kiss that mother and to right her 
wrongs. For the moment she hated her 
father, felt that she must at once confront 
him and denounce him for his cruelty. 
Second thoughts suggested another course. 
Her father might forbid her all intercourse 
with her mother ; she had plenty of money, 
why not start for Italy at once, and from 
her mother’s lips dictate to her father 
the terms on which she would return to 
her English home. So the journey was 
planned, and ’Lena was promised by the 
young lady a pair of her handsome dia- 
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mond ear-rings if she kept her secret till 
she herself gave her permission to speak. 
Not so much as a hand-bag was packed, 
for fear of exciting attention in the house ; 
the undistinctive blue serge and sailor hat 
—supplemented subsequently by a thick 
veil—were selected as a travelling dress. 
Market-day at Langford, with a crowded 
railway station, was chosen for the day of 
departure, and the young lady walked the 
two miles that lay between it and her 
father’s house in easy, leisurely fashion, 
as if she contemplated nothing more 
serious than a morning walk.” 

“ Of course, as soon as she reached 
London all was plain sailing to her ? ” 

“ Yes. ’Lena, no doubt, supplied her 
with all necessary details respecting her 
journey. When she arrived at the Chateau 
Mascagni, she appears to have at once 
thoroughly succumbed to her mother’s 
influence. Out of health although that 
mother was, Rene described her to me as 
the most fascinating woman she had ever 
met. I suppose the likeness between the 
two must have been something remark¬ 
able, for Rene said, after she had been a 
few days in the house and the mother had 
rallied a little in strength, the servants 
declared it was only by their dress that 
they could distinguish one from the other. 
On the fourth day after Miss Golding’s 
arrival at the chateau, her mother met 
her with a plan which, for fear of the 
effect that a refusal might have upon her 
health, she at once fell in with. It was 
to the effect that, instead of attempting 
negotiations with Mr. Golding through 
lawyers or by letter, she should herself 
go to him at his country house, throw 
herself upon his generosity, plead for 
forgiveness, and beg to be taken back 
to his heart once more.” 

“ But why did not Miss Ren^ accom¬ 
pany her mother on this journey ? ” 

“ Rene was a force to be held in re¬ 
serve. If her father refused her mother’s 
request, she in her ttirn would refuse to 
return to her home, but would live on 
with her mother and grandfather at Al- 
guida. The girl appears to have enter¬ 
tained bitter feelings against her father at 
this juncture—feelings possibly intensified 
by the thought of the sort of step-mother 
he intended to bestow upon her.” 

“ Well, anyhow, so far as I can make 
out, Miss Rent’s own mother hadn't much 
to boast of- -in the way of common sense, 
at any rate. In fact, the two together 
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appear to me to have acted more like a 
couple of school girls than anything else. 
What made Mrs. Golding dress up in her 
daughter’s clothes ? ” 

“ That, I believe, was a matter of con¬ 
venience merely. Mrs. Golding had no 
money, and her father was not over-bur¬ 
dened with riches, and what little he had 
he held tightly. She had, for some reason 
or other, returned home with next to no 
wardrobe; Rent’s dress was suitable for 
travelling, and not likely to attract atten- 
t i an. They neither of them seem to have 
given a thought to the possibility of re¬ 
wards being offered for tidings of Ren6 ; 
and thus, no doubt, while waiting for her 
train in Paris, Mrs. Golding did not hesi¬ 
tate to show herself in Paris streets. I 
need not go into the details of her journey 
to Langford: they are already known to 
you. The poor woman, not seeing any 
conveyance at the country station, must 
have walked in the drenching rain to the 
Hall. At the hall door, possibly, her 
courage suddenly failed her, and instead 
of ringing for admission, she creeps to a 
window to get a glimpse of the home-life 
within. That glimpse is fatal. She sees 
her husband and the woman he intends to 
marry seated together at table. She takes 
in at a glance the refinement of the home, 
together with the rigid conventionality of 
English domestic life. A wave of memory, 
perhaps, brings before her episodes in her 
past career altogether out of tune with 
this home picture. She feels the imprac¬ 
ticability of the mission on which she is 
bent; a fit of her old impetuosity seizes 
her; she rushes away in the darkness, 
takes a wrong turning, perhaps — who 
knows ?” 

“ Ah, yes ; and the stream was there 
waiting for her, and she thought she would 
end it all. Poor soul ! ” 

“ Or it may be,” said Loveday pityingly, 
u that some sweet story of sainthood and 
martyrdom that she had heard in her 
childish days came v floating dimly into her 
brain as she made her way through the 
darkness, and she thought she would do 
her best to make atonement to the one 
whom she had so deeply injured by not 
standing in the way of his future happiness. 
Here is my train ! Ah, yes ; it is a sad, 
sad story! ” 

“ Yes; for the present things are a trifle 
gloomy for the family at the Hall, I’ll 
admit,” said Ramsay, as he shut the 
carriage-door on Loveday; “ but they’ll 
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turn over a new leaf there before long. 
There’ll be a couple of weddings in the 
house before the year comes to an end, 
I’ll be bound.” 

“ No,” said Loveday, as she settled 
herself comfortably in a corner ; “ Mrs. 
Greenhow has shown herself in her true 


colours at this time of distress, and, from 
what I hear, will stand but little chance 
of becoming the second Mrs. Golding. 
Lord Guilleroy and the runaway Rene 
are the only two who will have to be con¬ 
gratulated as bride and bridegroom.” 
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B USAN STYLES,” the name is 
not a romantic one, and yet it 
is associated in my mind with a 
curious series of incidents, which, were I 
a member of the Psychical (or ghost in¬ 
vestigating) Society, I might have brought 
under the notice of that body. 

I first heard of Susan Styles some two 
years ago. 

My wife and I had just taken up our 
abode in a house in a country town, at¬ 
tracted there by the existence of a good 
and cheap Grammar School—a very suffi¬ 
cient inducement to the parents of five 
boys, whose education had to be provided 
for on a small income. 


We had just settled ourselves in our 
new home, fresh with all the glories of new 
paint and paper, and were expecting crlls 
from the neighbours. Hence I was ra'.her 
annoyed to find the name which giws the 
title to my narrative scribbled on the spot¬ 
less surface of our dining-room wainscot. 

“ My dear,” I remarked to my wife, 
pointing to the offending inscription, 
“ these boys must really learn to respect 
some room in the house. They have their 
private den in which to execute any mis¬ 
chief they desire, and I cannot have every 
wainscot in the house defaced by their 
scribble.” 

“ I suppose it was poor Bobby,” said 
his mother; “he always has a pencil in 
his hand. Dear little fellow, I often think 
he will be a great artist one day.” 

“ I shall rtjoice to see the results of 
Bobby’s pencil on the walls of the Royal 
Academy, but I cannot admire them on 
my new paint,” I answered sternly, for, 
with five sons one has to be firm on the 
question of wilful damage to property, 
and I knew my wife to be a weak ally 
against the boys. 

I carefully effaced the name and the 
subject dropped. But two days afterwards, 

Susan Styles ” was again scribbled on 
another part of the room, and this time 
I remonstrated more strongly. 

“ It is not the boys,” retorted my wife ; 
“you are always so ready to blame the 
poor fellows. I asked Bobby the other 
day and he said he did not know anything 
about the writing.” 

“I'believe all my sons to be truthful 
lads as boys go ; but does the most honest 
schoolboy readily plead guilty to an act 
of mischief? Besides, as Bobby is 
eternally scribbling everywhere, might 
he not be honestly oblivious of some acts 
of his vagrant pencil ? ’’ 
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“ I dare say it was the new housemaid ; 
she is a stupid sort of girl,” added my 
wife. 

“ Had the name been John or Will 
Styles I could have better understood it,” 
1 remarked ; “ but a girl of that sort would 
hardly have the name of another woman 
so constantly in her thoughts that she 
was obliged to scribble it everywhere.” 

“ Well, I am sure the poor boys had 
nothing to do with it, was my wife’s 
Parthian shot, as I left the room ? ” 

“ Look here, James," cried my help¬ 
mate a few hours later, “ even you will 
allow the boys could hardly have written 
the name here,” as she pointed trium¬ 
phantly to a corner of the ceiling where, 
in the same faint, apparently pencilled 
characters, was visible *• Susan Styles ” 
again. 

“ Only a ladder could reach up there, 
and we have not such a thing in the 
house.” 

“ I suppose it was done by one of the 
painters in love with a Susan Styles,” I 
remarked; “ but I wish he had chosen 
some other place for his inscriptions than 
our walls and ceiling. It 
is so odd, too, that I never 
observed the writing be¬ 
fore.” 

“Ah, you always notice 
things when you are out 
of sorts,” said my wife, 
with an air of conviction; 

“ whenever you begin 
grumbling, I always know 
you are due for a fit of 
the gout.” 

The occurrence passed 
out of mind as the days 
went by, and though I 
occasionally noted the 
persistent “Susan 
Styles,” scrawled faintly 
on some place on the 
wainscot, I contented 
myself with rubbing off 
the inscription,supposing 
that I had overlooked it 
before. We had moved 
into our house in the 
dark, cold days, and the 
spring sunshine'doubtless 
showed every nook and 
corner more clearly. 

Some months later I was 
obliged to go to London 
on business, and was glad 


to accept the friendly offer of a bed for a 
night or two from an old college chum, 
who had recently married a widow of 
considerable means, a trifle older than 
himself, but the soul of good nature, as 
fat and elderly folk so often are. 

I was but slightly acquainted with Mrs. 
Wilson, still she received me with the 
utmost cordiality. 

“And we’ve a treat for you to-night, 
Mr. Harper,” she added; “ Miss Jones is 
coming to us.” 

I endeavoured to look properly' elated 
at this intelligence, but as Miss Jones was 
a total stranger to me, the announcement 
conveyed little information. Wilson per¬ 
ceived my embarrassment, and proceeded 
to explain. Miss Jones was a great 
personage in what may be called “spirit¬ 
ualistic circles:” she was a professional 
medium, and like Owen Glendower, under¬ 
took to summon “ spirits from the vasty 
deep,” or anywhere else. 

I found that my hostess was a sincere 
believer in table-turning, spirit-rapping, 
and the like, and that Wilson, for very 
obvious reasons, found it best to abstain 
fiom open ridicule of 
her fancies. 

“ Most women have 
some silly fad,” he re¬ 
marked to me after din¬ 
ner, “ and my wife’s is a 
very harmless one, after 
all. It pleases her and 
doesn’t annoy me.” 

When I remembered 
Wilson’s very struggling 
existence before he mar¬ 
ried his wife, and glanced 
round me at the luxuri¬ 
ously furnished apart¬ 
ment, and sipped the 
choice old port, I felt that 
silence regarding the 
miracles of spiritualists 
was not,perhaps,an over¬ 
whelming price to pay for 
such comforts. 

For myself, I may say 
that I have the pro- 
foundest disbelief in 
“mediums ; ” I have at¬ 
tended more than one 
“ seance,” at which the 
spirits of the great and 
talented of the earth have 
been supposed to rap out 
replies. I have noted on 
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such occasions how sadly mental gifts de¬ 
teriorate in another world. The shade of 
Lord Byron had been credited with bal¬ 
derdash which would disgrace a bell-man ; 
while Scott and Addison appear to have 
forgotten, not only their graces of style, 
but even the humbler art of spelling their 
native language, to judge by the replies 
they dictated through their mediums. 

Therefore I attended Miss Jones's 
“ seance ” with languid interest, more 
especially as I perceived that the lady in 
question much resembled others of her 
profession whom I had previously met, an 
example that the spirits were not particu¬ 
lar regarding the rank and education of 
the persons they selected as messengers. 

A crowd of devout believers had 
gathered in Mrs. Wilson’s drawing-room, 
receiving ambiguously and somewhat 
ungrammatically worded messages with 
profound admiration. Wilson had slipped 
away, but I was obliged to remain out of 
politeness to my hostess. 

“ Now, Mr. Harper, you must ask a 
question,” cried that lady. “ I believe 
you are as bad as Richard, and think it 
is all imposture.” 
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I felt a guilty thrill, for the accusation 
was all too true, and, to disguise my em¬ 
barrassment, answered: 

“ I should be most happy to do so, Mrs. 
Wilson, but I really don’t know what to 
say.” 

“ Oh ! ask to communicate with some 
deceased friend or relative,” said a young 
lady near me, who had just been en rapport 
with the spirit of her dead sister. 

I felt a sensation of disgust at the sug¬ 
gestion. I have lost loved ones, like 
other middle-aged people, but to profane 
their dear and sacred names by uttering 
them in an assemblage of strangers, to 
submit my most holy and cherished me¬ 
mories to the common gaze, never, never! 
Even were it true that that vulgar woman 
could bring me a message from the dead, 
would it not seem profaned by passing 
through such lips ? I had even too much 
reverence for my favourite authors to 
pretend to call them up—and hesitated a 
moment. 

“ Oh! do say something,” implored 
Mrs. Wilson. 

A name flashed upon me. “ Well, I 
said, I should like to communicate with 
Susan Styles. Even the medium started 
at the loud and emphatic rap with which 
this lady proclaimed her presence and 
willingness to answer questions, and my 
own interest was suddenly awakened. I 
do not expect anyone to believe the nar¬ 
rative that follows. I hardly think 1 be¬ 
lieve it myself. 

Atiywa}', were it coincidence or chance, 
the results were singular. It took time 
to arrive at the history of Susan Styles, as 
spelt out by means of knocks on the table, 
but I was now as eager a listener as the 
rest of the company. 

It was a very old story of sin and sor¬ 
row—an unwedded mother, a little life 
sacrificed to save the parent’s reputation. 

“No one ever knew that he was born, 
or that I killed him,” said the guilty 
shade; “but I buried him under the 
drawing-room flooring.” 

That was all we could extract. The 
spirit reproachfully said she “ had tried to 
communicate before.” Then came silence, 
and the medium announced that the 
“ se'ance ” was concluded for the evening. 

I was now plied with eager questions. 
“Who was this Susan Styles? Had I 
known her ? Had I ever seen her ? ” 

I may remark that the spirit had been 
sparing in its communications, merely 
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answering to its name, and stating its 
crime as explaining the reason of its de¬ 
sire to communicate with us. 

I had no mind to discuss the matter 
with Mrs. Wilson and her friends, so con¬ 
tented myself with replying that Susan 
Styles was a total stranger to me, but that 
the name had caught my memory, and I 
mentioned it as the first that came into 
my head. When I next saw Wilson 
alone, however, I told him all the circum¬ 
stances. 

“ It is curious, very curious,” he 
remarked. “ I think, in your place, I 
would have a look under the flooring.” 

This was exactly what I was longing 
that someone should suggest to me, though 
I was ashamed to propose it myself. 

Few of us like to ac¬ 
knowledge that we are 
setting out on a ghost- 
hunt. I felt so ashamed 
of my own credulity that 
I determined to wait for 
a week, when my wife 
and family would be 
away at the sea-side, and 
then prosecute my ex¬ 
plorations secretly under 
the cover of the general 
house-cleaning. I had 
long promised my wife 
to erect a little conserva¬ 
tory outside the drawing- 
-room window, and de¬ 
termined to make this 
pretence for engaging the 
services of a carpenter. 

All was quietly arranged. 

I made an excuse to slip 
back from the sea-side 
“just to see how the workmen were get¬ 
ting on at home,’.’ and met Wilson, who 
was curious enough to come down from 
town to assist at my investigations. As 
we walked together from the station I be¬ 
gan to think what a pair of fools we were. 
Talk of superstition and credulity—I 
should be ashamed to laugh at the nursery 
maid who believed in a dream-book. 

I was thankful that I said nothing 
about my expedition even to my wife. 
The only thing that inclined me to prose¬ 
cute further investigations was that I had 
discovered that Susan was, or had been, 
a real personage. 

I had made -cautious enquiries in the 
neighbourhood and discovered that some 
years previously a young woman of that 


name had been in service with the family 
who had formerly occupied my house — 
that she had been left in charge of the 
premises during their absence for some 
six months and been dismissed on their 
return, after which she abruptly left the 
town. 

As regards her character, it was diffi¬ 
cult to gain authentic information, but 
the baker’s wife said she was “flighty” 
and a “ giddy lass,” and the butcher’s 
wife remarked darkly, “ Yes, she had 
known Susan once, but the girl got her¬ 
self talked about latterly.” 

All this was somewhat corroborative 
evidence of the story told in Mrs. Wil¬ 
son's drawing-room. 

We found the house exactly as we had 


hoped—both servants out, a deaf old aunt 
of one of them in charge (?) of the pre¬ 
mises, our old carpenter languidly at 
work in the greenhouse. 

The old woman readily admitted us 
(she would have done the same to a bur¬ 
glar), and the old carpenter was only too 
pleased to leave his work on any pretext. 

I made up some story of doubtful drains 
and a desire to investigate under the 
flooring, and the carpenter readily under¬ 
took to remove the planks in the drawing¬ 
room. 

Wilson and I watched with an eager¬ 
ness of which we were secretly ashamed, 
but, to our utter disgust and humiliation', 
nothing was discovered. Dust and 
emptiness — but no sign of a tiny form 
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once hurried away to avoid detection of 
a crime. 

“ I always thought it was stuff,” ob¬ 
served Wilson, very unjustly, for had he 
not believed enough to come a railway 
journey to investigate the matter ? 

Of course, we had not taken the car¬ 
penter into our confidence, and the man 
sat placidly on his heels, remarking that 
“ he never thought as drains ran under 
this room, nor 
under the draw¬ 
ing-room nei¬ 
ther, for that 
matter.” 

“This is the 
drawing - room,” 

I said. 

“ Well, sir, I 
was a-speaking 
of the house as 
it used to be 
when I worked 
here in Captain 
Hardy’s time. 

The room across 
the passage was 
the drawing¬ 
room then. They 
was a large fam¬ 
ily, and took this 
room, being big¬ 
ger, for the din¬ 
ing room.” 

“You have 
just reversed the 
case,” said Wil¬ 
son. “ Your din- 
ing-room was 
their drawing¬ 
room." 

An idea struck 
me. Were we 
examining the 
wrong room? 
and I now remembered all the scribbling 
had been on the dining-room walls. 

“ Come in here : this is where the bad 
drains are,” I said hurriedly to the work¬ 
man, and in a few minutes the dining¬ 
room planking was being taken up. And 
here, hidden in a corner of the room, 
under a plank that bore traces of having 
been disturbed, we found a little box. 

I need not detail all that followed. The 
police were called in, and the remains of 
the infant discovered. 

Neither Wilson nor I saw fit to give the 
reasons for our examinations of the floor- 
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ing, and the discovery of the box passes 
as an accidental occurrence in the search 
for defective pipes. But the investigation 
that followed clearly established a strong 
case of suspicion against Susan Styles as 
the mother and the murderess. She had 
had ample time in six months’ sole 
occupation of the house to conceal the 
remains of her victim, and her dismissal 
on the return of her employers was 
chiefly owing to the unfavourable ru¬ 
mours they had received regarding her 
conduct. 

No trace of her could be found. I, for 
my reasons, believed her to be dead. We 
never found any scribbling on our walls 
after. the poor little remains had been 
y decently interred. 

I told my wife the curious circum¬ 
stance which induced me to make the 
discovery, but I 
grieve to say she 
only smiled at 
my supernatural 
explanation of 
them. The in¬ 
scriptions on 
our walls were, 
in her judgment, 
clearly traceable 
to some former 
lover of the mys- 
terious Susan 
Styles, on whom 
his thoughts had 
run while paint¬ 
ing and white¬ 
washing. As for 
the “ stance ” at 
Mrs. Wilson’s, 
my wife believed 
the story to be a 
pure invention 
on the part of 
the medium, de¬ 
sirous of attracting interest by a sensa¬ 
tional tale. 

The verification of the tale by the 
discovery was a mere chance coinci¬ 
dence. All this may be true, most likely 
it is; I am no believer in mediums or 
ghostly appearances. Still, the whole 
story is a curious one and might interest 
enquirers into spiritualistic communica¬ 
tions. 

Wilson and I have certainly kept the 
tale from reaching the ears of his wife. 
We feel that she would score it as a 
victory. 








T shall not go on much 
longer; that I vow. 

“ If she is not to be seen within the next 
moon, the palace doors shall be broken 
into and the Emperor robbed,” and the 
speaker emphatically stamped his foot. 

“ Everything that can be done has been. 
We have prayed to the gods until we are 
hoarse; our most lordly possessions have 
been showered upon them; but they 
are silent, and will open their mouths 
only when — ” and the speaker paused 
and looked round—“when the Yellow 
River shall be clear,” he said with a sar¬ 
castic laugh ; “ but the joss-houses shall 
receive my offerings no more.” With 
this threat, the speaker, bowing low, left 
his companion, and, turning down a side 
street, was soon out of sight; the first 
speaker also left the highway, and, enter¬ 
ing the shop of a lantern merchant, started 
with his new listener the same topic. 

“Ho! so Hal-Kuan vows to rob the 
palace and desert the joss-houses,” laughed 
the merchant: “ the first is easier said 
than done ; the second is better said to 
oneself. For myself I care not. Three 
wives are enough for any one man to 
manage; but with you others I truly 
agree—she ought to be brought to light,” 
and he painted assiduously on. 


After a while, Tai-horo left the mer¬ 
chant’s and strolled among his numerous 
titled acquaintances, and all agreed with 
him that something must be done, and at 
once. 

Here was the Emperor, possessed of a 
most beautiful daughter, needing a hus¬ 
band ; and here were all the would-be 
husbands refused even a sight of the 
lady’s beauty, so closely confined was she 
kept from all outside eyes. 

Only was it through the eyes and 
tongues of her maids that the outside 
world heard of her glorious, celestial 
beauty and her cruel captivity. 

The Emperor, hearing of the turmoil in 
his kingdom, was nearly driven mad with 
fear. His daughter's close imprisonment 
was forced upon him ; though none knew 
save Kang-ho, the mandarin; for, at her 
birth the beautiful Mai nan had been ter¬ 
ribly deformed, and it had only been 
through numerous visits to far distant 
joss-houses that the gods had promised 
coming beauty, on the one condition, that 
they alone should feast upon her loveliness 
and that no man save the Emperor and his 
chief mandarin — from whom there was 
little to fear, ow'ing to his great age and 
ugliness—should instruct Mai-nan in the 
Chinese language. 
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Thus, what was to outer China a great 
marvel was to the Emperor and the 
princess an intense torture. From her 
very babyhood she had been closely 
watched and guarded; in childhood this 
had been tolerable; she knew nothing 
better; but, as she attained more years, 
tne days dragged slowly by in their end¬ 
less sameness, and Mai-nan, though very 
lovely, grew sullen and silent, and puffed 
her dainty pipe in quiet anger at her en¬ 
forced solitude. 

Four times in a year only was her 
loneliness broken in upon, and this in¬ 
terruption Mai-nan hated like poison. 
Punctually at the same hour of the day, 
every quarter of a year, was she closely 
muffled up, safely confined in the Imperial 
carriage and driven she knew not whither. 

The ending was always the same. She 
was unveiled, only to find herself in a 
magnificently pagoda'd temple and in the 
company of three hideous gods—squat, 


yellow and blear-eyed—who bestowed on 
her jewels of great beauty,- which she 
spurned with her tiny foot, praised her 
loveliness, and, after an hour’s conver¬ 
sation and cross-questioning, permitted 
her to return to the carriage once more. 

Tiny scraps of news reached her at 
times through her maids, and lately she 
had heard, with intense delight, the outside 
world’s comments on her father’s conduct. 

But, up to the present, it had only made 
his treatment of her the harsher, his visits 
the rarer, and her seclusion the more 
severe. 

At last, one morning, a strange order 
came; she was to appear before her father 
in the audience hall. Tremblingly she 
dressed herself in all her finery, her hair 
only remaining unadorned, she being un¬ 
married ; wondering what could have 
caused the royal command, never before 
received. At the stated time she appeared 
before him, and even he—the Emperor 
himself — could not help 
being struck with her great 
beauty, as, humbly kneeling 
before him, she begged to 
know his commands. 

“ I have summoned you,” 
he answered gruffly, “ to in¬ 
form you that I have chosen 
you a husband.” 

“ A husband ! ” the prin¬ 
cess arched her pencilled 
brows; “ but I don’t want 


one.” 

The Emperor answered 
her not, but spoke some 
hasty words to an atten¬ 
dant, who at once left the 
hall, and returned a 
few moments later, 
followed by someone 
whom she had seen 
only too often, and 
one whom she re¬ 
garded with an in¬ 
tense hatred, Kang- 
ho, the mandarin. 

The new-comer, 
who was bent and 
wizened beyond de¬ 
scription, but who 
nevertheless was 
sumptuously attir¬ 
ed, bowed low at the 
feet of his lord, and 
advancing to the 
side of Mai-nan, 
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lifted her tiny 
fingers to his lips. 

“Your husband,” 
said the Emperor, 
with a lofty wave 
of his hand. For he 
had solved the diffi¬ 
cult problem thus: 

As China cla¬ 
moured for a spouse 
for his daughter, 
and the gods for¬ 
bade such a thing, 
there was a middle 
step to take: she 
might, at least, wed 
her tutor, the 
hideous Kang-ho, 
and so quiet the 
longings of younger 
and handsomer 
men and soothe the 
jealousy of the 
three deities. 

Mai-nan started 
back in a fright. 

This creature! this 
old, feeble being, 
who could not sure¬ 
ly live many more 
moons! 

“ This my hus¬ 
band ! ” she scream¬ 
ed, stamping her 
foot, “ I will never 
marry him, never,” 
and casting a 
shower of angry 
glances at the astonished mandarin, she 
rushed from the apartment. As she 
ran hastily towards her own room, her 
hand was gently and firmly clasped, and, 
turning round, she beheld at her feet an 
extremely handsome young man, who, as 
he smothered both her hands with kisses, 
said: 

“ Do not fear, Mai-nan; he shall not wed 
you. Watch to-night from your window.” 

As the last words left his lips she sped 
away, only just in time to escape the eyes 
of her angry father. 

Reaching her apartment, she hastily 
locked the doors, and casting herself upon 
her mat, lay there trembling with excite¬ 
ment. 

What did it mean ? Would she, indeed, 
be saved from her lonely position—not by 
the wizened Kang-ho, but by the hand¬ 
some stranger ? 


So light became her heart at the 
prospect, that her father, pausing 
outside her door on his way from 
quieting the disappointed mandarin 
in the Imperial hall, was astonished 
to hear, instead of the moaning and 
sobbing he was listening for, gay 
snatches of song, sweet as a bird’s, 
filling the chamber. Even the itin¬ 
erant barbers and cat merchants 
beneath her window, listening to her 
song, were amazed, and said : 

“ The princess is 
gay; she has a hus¬ 
band.” 

As night drew on, 
and her attendants 
left her one by one, 
Mai-nan grew silent 
and trembled in 
every limb, her 
chief thought was 
that the window 
must be watched. 
Softly she drew 
near, and crouch¬ 
ing beneath its sill, 
gazed steadfastly 
out on the glorious 
Chinese night, that 
grand bright blue 
darkness of sky 
that baffles all de¬ 
scription, on the 
moon shining calm¬ 
ly down on the 
rushing Yellow 
River, tipping with 
snowy fingers, the distantSeven Star Moun¬ 
tains, and casting into deepest darkness 
the far-away Vale of Tombs. 

Suddenly she started, and, peering out 
with anxious eyes, beheld a tightly closed 
sedan chair, carried by two muffled men. 
The foremost one perceiving her, raised his 
covering and disclosed to her eyes her 
comforter of the morning. 

Without thought of fear, she lightly 
dropped from the window, and entering 
the chair, the palace was soon left behind. 

The swift feet of her carriers seemed 
unflagging, and it was with a feeling of 
intense satisfaction that Mai-nan watched 
the day breaking over the hills from a tiny 
opening in her chair and knew she must 
be already many miles from home. 

At last she felt her bearers stop, and 
as the carriage rested, she sprang eagerly 
to the ground, only to be received in the 
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and fear not; I am Tew-pei,” he added 
proudly, “ grandson to a god, and the 
great Vale of Tombs holds no terrors for 
me; it is there we must hide and seek 
aid, for alone we can never safely fly from 
before the face of the Emperor.” 

Mai-nan does not fear; unused to the 
outer world, the Vale of Tomb holds not the 
dread over her that it does for all China; 
and she readilyassents to her lover's plans.” 

Before departing for the distant gloom, 
Tew-pei's companion bade 
them adieu, not, however, be¬ 
fore he had, with the other’s aid, 
carefully hidden amongst the 
undergrowth the now useless 
chair. The fugitives rested only 
till he was out of sight and 
then started once more on their 
flight. 

Five hours later they entered 
the dreary waste of the Vale of 
Tombs. They paused, hand in 
hand, at its entrance, struck 
with an icy chill at its solemn 
silence. Around them was a 
massive gloom of pine and wil¬ 
lows ; at their feet crumbled 
the ancient coffins and urns of 
those whom the soothsayers, 
not finding (or rather not caring 
to find) on their sticks of fate 
the appointed place for their 
interment, had suffered to lie 
there unburied. The crumbling 
walls were covered with strange 
devices, praises to the gods, and 
legends of bygone families; 
very little light forced its way 
between the overhanging 
boughs, and the earth beneath 
their feet was damp and rank. 
But Tew-pei would not suffer 
the Emperor s daughter to 
stop, but pushed on with all 
speed, only waiting now and 
then to raise from their path a 
fallen bough or a too loathsome skeleton. 

They paused at length before a group 
oi magnificent pines, closer, darker and 
more ancient than any of the rest. 

“ What are you stopping for ? ” Mai- 
nan asked in wonder. 

“ It is our resting-place, the centre of 
our hopes, the temple of Heen-tsae-foh.” 

“ What ! ” Mai-nan cried ; “ the evil 
one of the gods ? ” 

“ Even so,” Tew-pei answered, and, 
thrusting his way before, between the 


already the Emperor will be aroused. 
Can you trust all to me ? ” and he raised 
two honest eyes to the girl’s face. 

“ To the end.” 

Tew-pei's companion discreetly turned 
away his head, and there was a moment's 
silence before the ardent wooer spoke 
again. 

“ I am taking you to a place of dread,” 
he said, the Vale of Tombs, “ the haunt 
of the witches, demons, evil spirits and 
soothsayers, but it is our one chance; 


love-like embrace of the handsome Tew- 
pei. 

She struggled from his arms and turned 
with delight to view a scene altogether new 
to her. She stood as one transfixed, 
eagerly drinking in the sweet scented 
morning air, blowing softly through the 
banyan trees above her head ; but turned 
at the sound of her protector’s voice. 

“ We cannot stay here,” he said anxious¬ 
ly ; “ it is but a momentary resting-place, 
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massive trunks, they came at length upon 
a small open space, in the centre of which 
stood a crumbling, deserted joss-house, 
long since forsaken by Chinese worshippers 
as being the haunt of an evil and malicious 
deity. 

Together they entered and, after one 
hurried glance around, fell prostrate before 
the mouldering, filthy altar, still covered 
with fantastic figures and fate sticks, 
surrounding a wooden deity with a grin¬ 
ning yellow face and vacant stare. 

44 It is Heen-tsae-foh,” Tew-pei whis¬ 
pered, awe-struck, as he kissed the ground, 
while Mai-nan followed suit, and there 
and then he began a long, melodious 
chanting, setting forth in flowery sen¬ 
tences the numerous virtues of the staring 
god, begging him, for the sake of some 
bygone relationship, to take pity on them 
and show some new sign of his past glory. 

Scarcely had he made an end of his 
prayer than an icy chill filled the place, 
the walls shook at the mercy of a wild, 
thundering wind, fierce flashes of lightning 
almost blinded the eyes of the joss-house 
occupants and, while they trembled and 
shook in nameless dread, the eyes of 
Heen-tsae-foh rolled in their sockets, his 
mouth twitched and, with a low, mumbling 
and groaning, he stepped from his wooden 
platform to the ground. 

44 What do you seek ? Why disturb my 
sleep of centuries ? ” 

44 It is your mighty aid we crave. Oh ! 
Heen-tsae-foh, do not forsake us.” 

The god shook his head and seemed in¬ 
clined to step back again to his wooden 
platform, and was only stopped by the 
hand of Tew-pei, who poured out this 
time, with eloquent tongue, the tale of 
their woes. The god appeared unmoved 
at this pathetic story till Tew-pei mentioned 
the names of the three deities who had 
commanded the confinement of Mai-nan. 
Then his hitherto vacant countenance lit 
up with a diabolical grin as he stamped 
hijg stumpy feet and cried : 

44 What! the gods who have banished 
my worshippers and spread evil fame 
around my dwelling. I will, indeed, help 
you and punish them for ever; but it will 
be my last effort, and made at the cost of 
my own power. Afterwards, the deity 
of Heen-tsae-foh will be, indeed, but 
painted wood ; then—hark ! ” he cried, 
and to the affrighted ears of Mai-nan and 
her lover came the sound of distant shout¬ 
ing and trampling of feet. 
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44 They will find us,” the girl cried, and 
threw herself at the feet of the god. For 
answer, he stretched out his hands with 
the long curling nails, over the heads of 
the fugitives, and next moment joss-house, 
crumbling ruins and Vale of Tombs had 
passed away, and, instead of the darkened 
pines, there flowed beside them the volume 
of waters of the great Yellow River, at its 
meeting with the glorious sea : but Heen- 
tsae-foh was beside them, and the trampling 
of feet was nearer than ever. 

Next moment the shores of the river 
were covered by a bustling throng, in the 
centre of which stamped and foamed the 
Celestial Emperor and the three enemies 
of Heen-tsae-foh. 

When his imperial highness saw with 
whom his daughter and her lover were, he 
haughtily demanded his mighty friends to 
instantly kill the offending god; for he 
deemed, since they had caused him all 
this trouble in the satisfying of their selfish 
pleasure, the least they could do was to 
restore the kingdom to peace again. But 
the gods hesitated : they recognised with 
startled eyes the hated enemy they had 
thought exhausted centuries ago, and they 
felt his time for revenge had come. With 
a hideous smile of delighted malice, Heen- 
tsae foh pointed to the trembling deities, 
as he turned and faced the Emperor. 

44 Your Celestial Highness,” he said, 
bowing low, with demoniacal smile, 44 your 
daughter has chosen a new protector, and 
we will see which proves the stronger. 
Let their three highnesses enter with me " 
—and he pointed to where on the sparkling 
river there lay a junk, dazzling in its mag¬ 
nificent splendour of golden ornamenta¬ 
tion and silken sails— 44 this junk; in it 
we will sail past the Melon Island and the 
Porcelain Pagoda out to sea. 

44 If the power of your friends is great, 
and they turn the course of the vessel back 
again, let Mai-nan and Tew-pei fall under 
your just displeasure; but if my power be the 
greater, and its course be unchanged, then, 
O Emperor, take the wrongdoers to your 
heart and proclaim them royal prince and 
princess.” 

In vain the gods yelled and protested. 
The Emperor was firm and fully agreed 
to the Tomb God’s plan. Into the junk 
they were hustled, followed calmly by 
Heen-tsae-foh. 

Five minutes later the shore was de¬ 
serted ; the people had flown on feet of air 
towards the Melon Island, there to await 
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the appearance of the beautiful junk and 
its mighty occupants. 

The Emperor was foremost amongst 
them, turning in his mind, whether to wish 
his gods to conquer and his daughter's lover 
to perish, or whether to wish them well 
rid of, and the kingdom at peace again ; 
and his feelings turned affectionately to the 
latter hope. 

There was a clang of silvery bells, 
broken by the hideous cries and appeals 
of agonised beings ; and slowly, with un¬ 
altered course, past the marvelling eyes of 
the astounded multitude, the junk spread 
its silvery sails out to the ocean breeze, 
sailed grandly past the Melon Island and 
the Tower of Porcelain, and in spite of the 
outstretched hands and the heartrending 


yells of the three gods, softly dipped its 
glittering prow into the water as it moved 
calmly out on the waters of the Yellow 
River to the vast, mighty expanse of the 
thundering ocean. 

As the last glimpse of the mysterious 
junk faded away, and the piercing shrieks 
died on the breeze, the Emperor turned, 
and clasping Mai-nan in his arms, pressed 
her hand into that of her lover. 

All that day and night the people watched 
with untiring eyes the waters of the great 
Yellow River for the returning junk—but it 
came not, and for ever after the temple of 
the three gods remained empty, and the 
barren joss-house in the Vale of Tombs 
slowly crumbled away, adding its time-worn 
relics to the mouldering heaps around. 
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Prefatory. 

T is with considerable diffidence and 
reluctance that I, David Spencer, 
Clerk in Holy Orders, Rector of 
Springfield, Bucks, and formerly for many 
years Vicar of St. Justine, Kensington, 
commence the stupendous task which has 
been imposed upon me by the will of my 
late friend, Dr. Francis Wiseman. I say 
late for the lack of a more fitting term. 
As a matter of fact, Dr. Wiseman has 
disappeared—vanished, so far as can be 
ascertained, utterly and entirely from 
human ken, leaving nothing behind him 
save his name, his reputation as one of 
the first specialists of the day, and a vast 
mass of papers, accompanied by the fol¬ 
lowing remarkable letter to myself:— 

98, Brook Street, 

Grosvenor Square. 

25th February, 1893. 

My Dear Spencer, —As I have always 
anticipated, a crisis of a remarkable and 
decisive character has now occurred in 
my affairs. For many years past, as you 
are well aware, I have devoted every 
moment of my spare time, and all the 
poor intellect with which I was endowed, 
to the investigation of the mysterious rela¬ 
tions existing between this and the unseen 
world. Circumstances have now arisen 
which render my further continuance here 
out of the question. I am about to take 
a plunge into the Great Unknown, fraught 
with the most awful possibilities. I am 
reluctant, however, that my researches 
into the supernatural, extending over so 

vol. vi.— april, 1894. 


long a period, should be entirely lost to 
mankind, and I have, therefore, decided 
to give them to the world through the 
medium of my oldest and most trusted 
friend, whom I need hardly say is none 
other than yourself. You will, not improb¬ 
ably, view this legacy with anything but 
favour, but I am so fully persuaded of 
your loyalty and conscientiousness that I 
have ventured to bequeath to you, not¬ 
withstanding any natural scruples which 
you may possess, the fulfilment of this 
great and important task. I adjure you, 
my dear friend, to consider it as a sacred 
charge delivered to you from the dead. 
That you will not disappoint the expecta¬ 
tions I have formed of you I am confident, 
and it is in this full conviction that I now 
pen this, the last epistle which I, in all 
probability, will ever write in this world. 
I enclose full instructions as to the 
arrangement and disposal of the papers in 
connection with this undertaking, the 
editing of which I leave entirely to your 
calm and discriminating judgment That 
you will allow as little time as possible to 
intervene between the reception of this 
letter and the commencement of your 
labours is the last wish of your sincere 
and attached friend, 

Francis Wiseman. 

It is needless for me to say that the re¬ 
ceipt of this communication caused me 
the greatest anxiety and perturbation of 
spirit. The duty thus imperatively im¬ 
posed upon me was in no wise to my 
liking, and it required all the remem- 
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brance of my close and unbroken intimacy 
with my late friend—an intimacy extend¬ 
ing well into half a century—to induce 
me to even contemplate the commence¬ 
ment of what was to me the most unwel¬ 
come and undesirable of tasks. It was 
fully a month ere I was sufficiently master 
of myself to face the execution of this 
command from the grave. Then, nerving 
myself by a supreme effort, and with an 
internal prayer for Divine guidance, I 
took the initial step in this grave and 
momentous undertaking. My first pro¬ 
ceeding was to call upon Messrs. Lewin 
and Lewin, the well-known solicitors, and 
obtain from them the keys of 98, Brook 
Street. I sent in my card, and was re¬ 
ceived by the head of the firm, to whom I 
stated the object of my visit. The keys 
were handed to me without demur, al¬ 
though Mr. James Lewin endeavoured, by 
an employment of that persuasive style of 
cross-examination which has so often 
stood him in good stead, and caused his 
name to become almost a household word 
in this country, to draw from me some 
idea of my intentions. I maintained, how¬ 
ever, a resolute and discreet silence, 
merely intimating that I was acting in 
accordance with the instructions of the 
late Dr. Wiseman, who wished me to take 
charge of his private and scientific papers 
in order that they should not fall into 
improper hands. Upon leaving Messrs. 
Lewin’s I took a cab to Brook Street, and, 
with a strange and irresistible sensation 
that I was about to cross the line which 
separates the living from the dead, I fitted 
the key to the front door and entered the 
deserted mansion. 

It was the beginning of April, and 
though yet comparatively early in the 
afternoon, the cold grey light of the young 
spring day was rapidly failing. That 
which remained cast dim, weird shadows 
athwart my path as I proceeded up the 
gloomy staircase to the study of my 
departed friend. Everything remained 
as he had left it, save for a thick coating 
of dust. I unlocked the heavy antique 
ebony bureau, in which he kept his most 
important papers, and, as I did so, I was 
startled by what seemed to me to be a 
faint and long-drawn sigh. I looked 
round quickly, but I was quite alone, 
and, with a heart-felt wish that I was 
well out of this unhappy business, I. 
hastily placed in the bag which I had 
brought with me a large bundle of manu¬ 


script marked with the letter “ A,” and 
underneath, “ To be opened first.” I 
then carefully relocked the bureau, when 
for the second time my ears seemed to 
catch the same faint echo of a low and 
subdued sigh. As my hand closed upon 
the door I heard what was undoubtedly 
a burst of mocking laughter, but whether 
it proceeded from the place I had just 
left, as the sound appeared to indicate, 
or whether, as I devoutly trusted, it had 
its origin outside the house, I did not 
wait to determine. The whole thing was 
so unuSual and unpleasant that I felt no 
small amount of gratification when I found 
myself once more safely within the com¬ 
fortable rectory at Springfield. 

Some parochial matters, absolutely 
uninteresting to any but the parties 
immediately concerned, to whom, how¬ 
ever, they appeared of such vast import¬ 
ance that they would willingly, like 
Joshua, have commanded the sun and 
moon to stand still while they were being 
attended to, occupied my attention until 
close upon midnight. The clock, in¬ 
deed, indicated that it wanted but ten 
minutes to the hour indissolubly con¬ 
nected in the popular mind with the time 
“ when churchyards yawn ” and graves 
give up their dead. I was exceedingly 
weary, and would most willingly have 




retired for the night, 
to seek the repose 
I needed after the 
fatigues of an un¬ 
usually busy and 
eventful day. But a 
nameless, irresistible, 
overwhelming feeling 
took entire posses¬ 
sion of me that, 
before I might be 
allowed to take the 
rest I so much de¬ 
sired, I should first 
proceed to examine 
the packet which I 
had brought that day 
from Brook Street. 

This feeling, curious 
beyond expression, 
it is no exaggeration 
to describe as being 
one almost tangible 
in its intensity. I 
could tell to the very 
minute when it first 
came upon me in all 
its subtle potency, 
permeating every 
fibre of my being, 
and I could also tell 
to the very moment 
when it lifted from 
me like a cloud, as, 
casting aside all 
thoughts of sleep, I 
determined to con¬ 
secrate the midnight hours to the reading 
of the manuscript which lay before me. 
I re-trimmed the lamp and replenished 
the fire, and then, seating myself reso¬ 
lutely at the table, I untied the string 
which bound the papers together, and, 
with a beating heart, commenced their 
perusal. 

THE MEMOIRS. 

I. The Death of the Jew. 

The following notes of my strangely 
eventful experiences have been jotted 
down at sundry times and in divers man¬ 
ners. If, therefore, they should be found 
somewhat crude in expression and rough 
in finish, it must be my excuse that they 
have in every case been set down without 
premeditation, and, so far as practicable, 
immediately after the occurrences they 
poorly but faithfully endeavour to narrate. 
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If these papers 
should one day be 
given to the world, 
it is my earnest hope 
they may receive, at 
the hands of a sym¬ 
pathetic and scholar¬ 
ly friend, that care¬ 
ful and judicious 
editing which they 
unquestionably re¬ 
quire. As I have 
said, they are simply 
rough transcripts of 
some of the more 
momentous events 
in a life singularly 
composed of strange¬ 
ly weird andastound- 
ing incidents. So far 
as I am concerned 
they remain as orig¬ 
inally written. To 
them I have added 
nothing, neither 
have I in any way 
diminished. I leave 
them as they are— 
a plain and unvar¬ 
nished statement of 
absolute fact. 

It is, perhaps, as 
well that I should at 
the outset make a 
few explanatory 
observations, after 
which the reader will 
be able to trace, line by line and page by 
page, my extraordinary story, and form 
his own conclusions thereon. I was born 
on the 14th of January, 1844, in the 
small but prosperous town of Moreton, 
in Worcestershire, My father, an ex¬ 
cellent and much respected man, was the 
local doctor, and my mother, one of the 
Percys of Northumberland, was a lady 
well known throughout the entire district 
for her gentle and abiding zeal in good 
works. I received my early education in 
the neighbouring city of Worcester, and 
afterwards, evincing a decided partiality 
for my father's calling, I was sent to 
London, where I went through the usual 
curriculum enjoined upon those desirous 
of adopting the healing art as their pro¬ 
fession. As soon as 1 had passed the 
necessary examination, I set up in 
practice for myself in Gower Street, 
taking as my specialty the more obscure 
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and complicated forms of diseases of the 
brain and nervous system. Though 
comparatively young, I achieved an 
immediate and unusual amount of 
success, to which my original treatment 
and cure of the son and heir of one of 
the principal ducal houses doubtless con¬ 
tributed in no small measure. In 1881 I 
removed to Brook Street, where I have 
practised ever since, having had under 
my charge in recent years as large, if not 
a larger, number of royal and noble 
patients as any specialist in the 
Metropolis. 

My interest in the deeper and more 
solemn problems of nature first became 
partially aroused during my hospital 
career. Face, to face, then, with death in 
all its forms, I was a constant and in¬ 
terested spectator of the passage of souls 
into the Great Unknown. Many of the 
death-bed scenes which I thus witnessed 
were distinguished by no special feature; 
but there were others, and notably one, 
which impressed me greatly. 

In this matter I stood somewhat alone 
among my fellow students. It is a 
strange though not incomprehensible fact 
that the majority of those who are brought 
into daily, and even hourly, contact with 
the King of Terrors, somehow, insensibly 
though surely, accustom themselves to 



view his advent with indifference. But 
for myself, I was never one of these. 
Familiarity with me in this case did not 
breed contempt, and I could never, even 
in the humblest instance, gaze upon that 
great and mysterious final scene, in which 
the silver cord is loosened and the golden 
bowl broken, without being profoundly 
impressed with the mighty power of the 
last enemy of mankind. There was one, 
however, in the thoughtless throng—and 
so far as I am aware, only one—who 
viewed these matters very much in the 
same light as myself, and it was at a 
death-bed, to which I shall almost im¬ 
mediately refer, that Walter Graham and 
I silently clasped hands in a friendship 
that was destined never to be broken in 
this world. 

We had in the hospital an old man, 
whose features clearly proclaimed an 
Israelitish origin, but of whose history 
and antecedents the hospital authorities 
knew little and cared less. To us he was 
simply Number 23; and Number 23,though 
sometimes voted a nuisance, was generally 
considered an interesting case. What 
the man really suffered from no one, not 
even the genial and accomplished Sir 
James Anstruther, our head physician, 
could say with any exactitude. For over 
six months he had lain there, more or less 
in a state of coma, and in those brief in¬ 
tervals of consciousness which came upon 
him now and again, he maintained a reti¬ 
cence which was as unusual as it was 
consistent. In some trifling way I had 
rendered him one or two services, for 
Which he had thanked me in a few well- 
chosen words, and henceforth he always 
evinced an unmistakable partiality to¬ 
wards me, which was as flattering as it 
was unexpected. In the moments when 
the hand of oblivion loosed its deadly 
clutch upon his brain, I would sometimes 
sit by his side, and we would talk about 
the countries and scenes with which he 
had been familiar in the past. In the 
course of these conversations we would 
speak of many things, but most of all did 
we revert to the topic which ever seemed 
strangely uppermost in the old man’s 
mind—that of the power of mortals to 
communicate with the Unseen World. 

“ My son,” he said to me one day, in 
an unusual burst of enthusiasm, “take 
heed that the materialists and scoffers of 
these latter days poison not your soul 
with their cold and deadly unbelief; and 
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beware especially of those who say there 
is no life beyond the grave—that man 
lives and dies, and is no more. Ah ! ” he 
continued, his eyes sparkling with excite¬ 
ment, “had fate ordained it otherwise, 
the knowledge which I possess, and which 
must now go down with me to the tomb, 
would have enabled me to give to man¬ 
kind a new revelation, which should have 
shaken to its foundations the world in 
which we live. And I would have used 
that knowledge in the interests of truth 
and justice, and in my hands it should 
have proved a blessing to those who groan 
and travail here—a knowledge mighty 
enough to alter the destinies of countless 
thousands.” 

“ My friend,” I said soothingly, fearful 
that this outburst might prove injurious, 
“ you are excited this afternoon. Let us 
adjourn this discussion for the present, 
and resume it at some more convenient 
season.” 

The strange fire in his eye died out at 
my purposely unsympathetic speech, and 
his head fell back wearily upon the pillow 
once more. “ Ah ! ” he murmured bit¬ 
terly to himself “ it was ever so; and I, 
who came so near to possessing the keys 
of Heaven and Hell, will die and be 
buried, friendless and despised, a stranger 
in a strange land.” 

I do not know what induced me to do 
so, for it was entirely in contradistinction 
to my usual habits of caution and reserve, 
but I repeated this conversation the fol¬ 
lowing day to Walter Graham. He listened 
attentively, and even eagerly, and when I 
had finished remained for some moments 
buried in a moody kind of abstraction. 

“ Wiseman,” he said at length, looking 
remarkably serious, “do you know, I think 
you did wrong in cutting the poor fellow 
short as you did. Maybe he has some¬ 
thing on his mind which he would like to 
confide to someone ere it is too late, and 
death has sealed his lips for ever.” 

“ Do you think so ? ” I exclaimed some¬ 
what uneasily, for, in truth, the same idea 
had already occurred to me, to my vdry 
great vexation. 

“ I think it is quite likely,” he replied 
gravely; “ and if I might ask such a 
favour, I should very much like to be 
present at your next conversation ; 
though,” he added, with a discouraging 
shake of his head, “ I much doubt if he 
will be induced to speak on the same 
subject again.” 


To Graham's wish I instantly acceded, 
for he was a steady, serious fellow, who 
viewed life from an entirely different 
standpoint to that of the noisy, thought¬ 
less crew by which we were surrounded. 
Up to this period Graham and I had 
been merely ordinary acquaintances, 
exchanging but the usual commonplaces 
when we happened to meet. From this 
time forth, however, we regarded each 
other with different feelings. There was 
an invisible bond between us, the nature 
of which we neither understood, but 
which was destined in the future to draw 
us closer and closer together until, from 
casual associates, we became firm friends. 

Graham’s supposition was correct. 
Neither upon the next ocoasion, nor the 
next, nor many succeeding ones would 
Number 23 open his mouth again upon 
the topic on which he had before loved 
to converse. He was seldom insensible 
now, but to experienced eyes it was 
obvious that he was rapidly passing 
away. The golden glories of summer 
had gone, the rich tints of autumn were 
slowly fading, and one felt occasionally 
the icy breath of approaching winter. 
It was towards the close of one of the last 
days of October—a cold, dank, dismal 
afternoon, the depressing influence of 
which lights, warmth and cheerful sur¬ 
roundings seemed unable to entirely 
dissipate. Graham and I were lingering 
in the theatre, discussing the details of an 
operation which had been performed 
there a few hours previously, when we 
were interrupted by one of the nurses. 

“ Mr. Wiseman,” she said hurriedly, 
“ I think Number 23 is not far off the end. 
He has expressed a very decided wish to 
see you, and if you desire to catch him 
before he goes you must please come at 
once.” 

I looked at Graham enquiringly. He 
nodded in assent, and together we 
hastened to the bedside of the dying man. 
His emaciated form, worn by the strange 
and nameless disease whiqh had so com¬ 
pletely baffled the combined medical 
science of the hospital, was propped up 
with pillows, and the laboured breath and 
nervous, twitching hands unmistakably 
proclaimed that the soul of Number 23 
was at last preparing to quit its earthly 
tabernacle. But there was the same 
strange light in the eyes which I had 
remarked upon the occasion of my last 
singular conversation with him, only 
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now a thousand times intensified in its 
brilliancy. A satisfied smile stole over 
his thin, drawn face as he perceived me. 
I immediately took my stand at the head 
of the bed, and, bending over him, I 
whisperingly enquired if I could do any¬ 
thing for him. He shook his head, and 
raising one of his attenuated arms, he 
drew my face down until his lips almost 
touched my ear, and said feebly : 

“ My son, I am going—going at last. 
It was not for 
me to solve the 
deep mystery 
on which I had 
set my heart. 

Upon my hands 
there is the 
stain of blood, 
and it is writ¬ 
ten in ourbooks 
that the final 
consummation 
of the Great 
Problem shall 
for ever be 
denied to those 
who have the 
guilt of a fel¬ 
low creature’s 
blood upon 
their soul. I 
could have told 
you more had 
time allowed 
and permission 
been accorded 
to me; as it 
is, however, I 
must pass away 
with the seal 
of silence upon 
my lips. But I 
may tell you 
that I, by more 
than earthly in¬ 
tuition, am convinced that you will play no 
unimportant part in the solution of some 
of the lesser—and it may be, even the 
greater; this much, however, is hidden 
from me—problems which have perplexed 
and baffled the endeavours of all the wise 
men from the Creation to the present 
time. Take this casket,” he continued 
with increasing feebleness, “ and keep it 
in remembrance of me when I am gone. 
It contains a stone, the valuable pro¬ 
perties of which I will explain to you 
directly. But first of all, let me warn 


you against placing unlimited confidence 
in any being with whom you may have to 
deal in the future; and especially be¬ 
ware of those who, under the guise of 
friendship, shall offer to assist you in 
those researches into the great mysteries 
of nature to which I can foretell you will 
devote the best energies of your life. 
The mighty spirits of the Universe resent 
with awful wrath the attempts of man to 
pierce the veil which shrouds him from 
the Invisible. 
Above all, let 
me caution 

you-” 

But what 
that caution 
was never 
reached my 
ears. Even as 
he spoke his 
gaze suddenly 
wandered to 
the foot of the 
bed. With an 
exercise of al¬ 
most superhu¬ 
man strength, 
for one so weak 
he threw me 
off, and, with 
distended eye¬ 
balls and point¬ 
ing finger .whis¬ 
pered hoarsely: 
“ Look! look! ” 
Instinctively 
we followed the 
direction of 
his trembling 
hand, only to 
see — nothing 1 
No, there was 
nothing there 
save the white¬ 
washed wall, 
frowning chillingly upon us from the op¬ 
posite side. But when we turned our 
heads once more, the soul of Number 23 
had fled. 

II. The Strange Case of Lady 
Blanche Neville. 

For the first few years after I had started 
in practice on my own account, I was too 
busily occupied with the details of my 
profession to pay any very special atten¬ 
tion to outside matters. Nevertheless, in 
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my spare moments I by no means neg¬ 
lected the pursuit of literature, and more 
especially that portion of it which apper¬ 
tained to the past history of the Black 
Art. This subject, indeed, had always 
possessed a distinct and peculiar attrac¬ 
tion for me since the death of my unknown 
Israelitish friend in the hospital. But all 
my reading was of a purely desultory and 
fitful character, and more with the object 
of amusing myself than anything else. In 
the course of time, however, I managed 
to run through a large quantity of occult 
writings, extending from remote antiquity 
to the present day. In this way I became 
acquainted with the lives of most of the 
eminent professors of occultism in the past 
and present, stretching from Jannes and 
Jambres to Cornelius Agrippa, and right 
down to Madame Blavatsky. In this 
course of reading I was for a considerable 
period encouraged and assisted by Walter 
Graham, but upon his being appointed 
to a professorship of chemistry in a 
Northern town, my interest in these 
things somewhat waned, although I by no 
means abandoned this particular line of 
study. But it was suddenly revived by 
an occurrence which was fated to have a 
deep and abiding influence on my life. I 
say it advisedly—had it not been for this 
circumstance, it is quite possible that I 
should have had no lot or part in the ex¬ 
traordinary events which have caused the 
latter part of my existence to stand out 
with such vivid and startling distinctness, 
and it is more than probable that I should 
never have thought it either necessary or 
advisable to give this narrative to the 
world. 
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It was a stormy evening in March—the 
third of March, in the year of grace, 188 r. 

I have the date accurately enough, for I 
am naturally a most methodical man, and 
in the telling of such an unusual tale as 
this, it is well that the utmost preciseness 
.should be observed. I had just moved 
into my new house in Brook Street, and 
was busily engaged in arranging the books 
on the shelves of my study. The wind 
howled and sighed through the deserted 
street, and rattled and strained against 
the quivering windows until they creaked 
and moaned again in their sashes. In 
the height of the tumult there came to me 
Martin, my confidential servant and major- 
domo, who had been with me since I first 
started in practice as a physician, with 
the announcement that there was a gen¬ 
tleman below who wished to see me on an 
important matter. A doctor has no right 
to be annoyed at any interruption, and 
though I would have much preferred to 
have been left to the undisturbed com¬ 
pletion of my task, I intimated that I 
would see him in a few moments. As 
soon as I had finished with the particular 
shelf on which I was at work I proceeded 
downstairs to the waiting-room, and found 
myself in the presence of a tall, dark, dis¬ 
tinguished-looking man of about fifty, 
whose handsome face bore obvious traces 
of extreme nervousness and agitation. He 
stepped forward as I entered, and, refusing 
my invitation to be seated, said hurriedly, 
“ Dr. Wiseman, your name has been 
mentioned to me as that of the first spe¬ 
cialist in London in obscure affections 
of the brain and nervous system.” 

I inclined my head slightly at this com¬ 
pliment, and he immediately 
continued. 

“ That must be my excuse 
for intruding on you at this 
late hour of the evening. But 
the matter on which I have 
come is one of life or death. 
In a case of this sort one may 
be permitted to dispense with 
the usual formalities of intro¬ 
duction. I am the Earl of 
Faversham, and my family 
doctor, Sir James Anstruther 
—who is himself, I regret to 
say, seriously ill—has recom¬ 
mended me to call and see 
you with reference to my 
daughter, who is, I fear, in a 
highly dangerous condition.” 
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I was about to put some enquiries as to 
the nature of the malady, when the Earl 
stopped me by saying that the matter was 
so urgent and critical that he would pre¬ 
fer to explain to me afterwards : that his 
carriage was at the door, and he would 
take it as a great favour if I would accom¬ 
pany him to his house without delay. It 
was impossible to raise any objection to 
this, and I therefore signified my acquies¬ 
cence. Half an hour later my eyes rested 
for the first time upon the most beautiful 
woman I have ever seen. 

Although wrapped, to all appearance, 
in the last great sleep of death, nothing 
could detract from the perfect loveliness 
of the form reposing placidly upon the 
bed before me. Every vestige of colour 
had fled from the delicately-chiselled face, 
leaving it like that of an exquisite marble 
statue. But I felt, as I gazed in wonder¬ 
ing admiration, that never yet lived the 
sculptor with power to fashion such fault¬ 
less work as this. I raised the slender 
wrist gently, but there was no answering 
throb. I laid my hand softly on the pure 
white brow, from which the glorious hair 
rippled down on either side in a golden 
stream, but it was icy cold. I held the 
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mirror over the sweetly-curved lips, but it 
remained undimmed by any fluttering 
breath. If life still lingered in that lovely 
body, the signs refused to reveal them¬ 
selves to my practised eye. For aught 
that science could tell me, I was looking 
upon the dead. 

Up to this period scarce half-a-dozen 
words had passed between the Earl and 
myself, save those which I have already 
set down. I turned to him enquiringly ; 
and, motioning me to follow him, he led 
the way to an adjacent room, and closing 
the door said, in a voice of anguish : 

“ Dr. Wiseman, tell me at once—and 
as you hope for Heaven, answer me truly 
—is she alive, or is she dead ? ” 

I paused before replying. It was a 
momentous question ; and although every 
sign would have led me, from a medical 
standpoint, to declare that I had just been 
gazing upon a corpse, there was some¬ 
thing so peculiar in the Earl's manner 
that I hesitated to return a decided an¬ 
swer. I darted another glance at the 
grief-stricken father, and said slowly : 

“ It is sometimes difficult to pronounce 
with absolute certainty at a first examina¬ 
tion, especially when one knows nothing 
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of the previous history of the case. How 
long, may I ask, has she been in this con¬ 
dition ? ’’ 

The Earl gave a great gasp, and his al¬ 
ready pale face took on a further tinge of 
whiteness as he replied, almost inaudi- 
bly: 

“ Three weeks at twelve o’clock to¬ 
night.” 

My heart almost stood still at these 
words. 

“ What! ” I exclaimed, startled for the 
moment out of all professional propriety. 
“ Do you really mean to tell me that your 
daughter has been lying in this state for 
the space of three weeks ? ” 

“ Hush ! ” said the Earl, looking fear¬ 
fully around; “ pray do not speak so 
loudly. There is a tale to tell in this con¬ 
nection, the very recollection of which 
fills me with sickening apprehension.” 

To my astonishment, the Earl deliber¬ 
ately walked to the door and locked it. 
Then, returning to where I was standing, 
he motioned me to be seated ; and draw¬ 
ing forward another chair, he sat for some 
time with his head sunk on his chest, 
staring abstractedly into the fire. At 
length he looked up and said, thought¬ 
fully : 

“ Dr. Wiseman, do you believe in 
devils ? ’’ 

This extraordinary question, so entirely 
unexpected, had the effect of still further 
disturbing my composure. I answered 
tentatively that I believed in the existence 
of devils up to a certain point, but that 
before replying more definitely I would 
like to understand his meaning better. 

“ Then listen,” said the Earl, drawing 
his chair closer to mine, “for I shall have 
to tell you a strange and well-nigh in¬ 
credible story.” 

This was scarcely a cheerful com¬ 
mencement, but I fixed my eyes upon the 
Earl, and prepared to listen with all due 
attention. For a few moments he re¬ 
mained buried in profound thought; then, 
raising his head, he gazed sadly into my 
face, and began in a low, soft voice: 

“ I wish you to understand, Dr. Wise¬ 
man, that nothing but the critical state of 
my daughter would have induced me to 
open my mouth upon a subject which I 
shall always regard with the deepest aver¬ 
sion. I am determined, however, be the 
consequences what they may, to maintain 
this enforced silence no longer. This 
horrible torture has grown unbearable, 



DO YOU REALLY MEAN TO TELL ME." 


and, when you hear what I have to say, 
I think you will agree with me that I am 
justified in the course I am now taking. 
In the autumn of 1880 1 was travelling on 
the Continent, accompanied by my daugh¬ 
ter, and, unfortunately for us both, we 
determined to break the return journey by 
spending a few days in Paris. We put up 
at the Hotel Bristol, where, according to 
our custom, both my daughter and myself 
mixed and conversed freely with the other 
visitors. Among them was a person who 
was entered in the hotel register as the 
Prince di Ricordo, with whom we speedily 
became on friendly terms. He was a man 
apparently about forty years of age, of 
singularly elegant figure, and with a bold, 
clear-cut, seductive face that might have 
belonged to an old Greek god. His bear¬ 
ing was courteous, his manner perfect, 
and his wealth, to all appearance, un¬ 
limited, but all these faded into insignifi¬ 
cance beside the rare and subtle charm of 
his conversation. It was impossible to 
mention any subject of which he did not 
possess a knowledge as wonderful as it 
was accurate. He seemed to have tra¬ 
velled in every country, to have seen 
every sight, and to have conversed with 
every sort of people under the sun. Such 
was the fascination of his low, rich musi¬ 
cal voice, as he would sit talking to us 
after dinner, that we would sometimes 
postpone our usual hour of retirement 
until long past midnight. My daughter 
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table at her fears of the night before. One 
evening the conversation turned upon the 
subject of mesmerism. There was nothing 
unnatural in this, seeing that we had that 
alternnon attended the performance of a 
mesmeric conjurer, whose strange 
and laughable feats had amused 
my daughter exceedingly. The 
Prince, of course, was as well ac¬ 
quainted with this topic as he 
was with everything else, and he 
undertook, with more than usual 
seriousness, to convince us that 
mesmerism was not the vulgar imposture 
I boldly asserted it to be. He asked my 
daughter if she would object to a little 
experiment, and, upon her consenting, he 
rose, and standing in front of her chair, 
made a few rapid passes with his hands, 
with the result that in an incredibly short 
space of time she was seemingly fast asleep. 

“‘Now, my lord,’ he said, turning to 
me with a smile on his face —and for the 
first time I noticed that his smile was 
neither pleasant nor good—‘ we will con¬ 
tinue this experiment a little further, if 
you please. Will you be good enough to 
permit me to place this handkerchief over 
your eyes ? ’ 

“ Whether it was the smile which in¬ 
fluenced me, or the desire of witnessing 
the proceedings of the Prince, or a pre¬ 
monition of some coming evil, I know not, 
but I firmly declined to accede to his re¬ 
quest. He smiled again—the same curious, 
mocking smile—and spread out his hands 
with a deprecating gesture. I was about 
to say that 1 would have no more of this 
sort of thing—that I did not care for these 
illustrations personally applied—when 
there gradually stole over me a sensation 
as though I were falling—falling through 
bottomless space—and in another moment 
I became utterly unconscious. 

“ When I recovered my senses it wanted 
but five minutes to midnight, and I found, 
to my astonishment, that I had remained 
in a state of oblivion for nearly two hours. 

I rubbed my eyes bewilderedly and looked 
around. There, in the chair where I had 
last seen her, sat my daughter, fully awake, 
but with a face devoid of the slightest 
vestige of colour, and a look of undefin- 
able horror in her eyes. Leaning against 
the mantel-shelf stood the Prince di 
Ricordo, a trifle paler than usual, regard¬ 
ing me with a steady, unflinching gaze. 

I started to my feet in a fit of the utmost 
anger. 


became greatly interested on these occa¬ 
sions, yet, strangely enough, she more 
than once said to me after we had separated 
from the Prince, and ere we parted for the 
night: 

“ 1 Papa ! I think we will leave here to¬ 
morrow, for somehow I feel at times that 
if we remain some great misfortune will 
surely overtake us.’ 

“ But in the morning all these gloomy 
forebodings would have vanished, and she 
would laugh merrily over the breakfast 


THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 635 


444 What am I to understand by all this, 
Prince ? * I exclaimed in a voice trem¬ 
bling with suppressed rage. 4 What is 
the meaning of your unwarrantable 
behaviour ? How dare you hypnotise me 
thus without my consent ? And, tell me, 
what have you done, to my daughter, 
that she sits there pale and exhausted, 
with that horrible look in her eyes ? * 

“ A sardonic smile crept over the 
Prince’s handsome face, and I wondered 
to myself that I had never before noticed 
how cruel and sinister was its expression. 
He lighted a cigarette—a liberty he had 
never previously ventured to take in my 
presence without first asking permission 
—and replied suavely : 

444 Your lordship is surprised, and being 
surprised is pleased to be severe. Yet I 
can assure you there is no reason for this 
displeasure. Your lordship has but 
slumbered for a short while, and the 
Lady Blanche has had during that time 
a little dream—that is all. Surely there 
is nothing in all this at which to be so 
much annoyed.’ And he laughed softly— 
a wicked little mocking laugh. 

44 1 crossed over to where my daughter 
was sitting, and took her hand in mine. 
It was cold as the grave. 

44 4 Blanche !’ I cried in alarm, 4 are you 
not well ? Come, dear, rouse yourself; 
it is past twelve, and time that we retired. 
Never again,’ I continued, darting an 
angry glance at the .Prince, who still 
stood leaning against the mantelpiece, 
with the same wicked smile playing over 
his features, 4 never again will I permit 
you to be the victim of such an unjustifi¬ 
able and audacious experiment.' 

44 My daughter rose slowly and painfully 
from her seat. 

44 4 Papa! * she said in a strangely 
altered voice, and with the same far-away 
look of horror in her eyes, 4 1 have this 
night seen a dreadful sight. I feel as 
though I had lived for years and travelled 
thousands of miles. Ah—h!’ she shivered, 
4 1 am cold and ill. Take me hence, that 
I may go to rest—if rest, indeed, be 
possible for me.’ 

44 All this, as I have said, took place 
last autumn. The day following, the 
Prince di Ricordo took his departure from 
the hotel, and I neither heard nor saw 
anything of him until a month ago. My 
daughter had received, a shock to her 
nervous system from which she never 
entirely recovered, and, although I 


questioned her repeatedly and anxiously 
as to the nature of what really happened 
while I was unconscious that fatal night, 
I could never induce her to speak freely 
to me about it. There seemed, indeed, 
to be some nameless fear hanging over 
her, which any reference to this subject 
would intensify to a painful extent. After 
a while, I refrained from mentioning it, 
and I was hoping that the results would 
in time exhaust themselves, and that my 
daughter would, eventually, regain her 
wonted health and spirits. In this, 
however, I was destined to be cruelly un¬ 
deceived. Last month, to my astonish¬ 
ment and indignation, the Prince di 
Ricordo had the unparalleled audacity 
to call upon me and demand my 
daughter’s hand in marriage. I told him 
pretty plainly what I thought of his con¬ 
duct, and intimated, in unmistakable 
terms, my desire that he would never 
again presume to intrude his presence 
upon me. 

44 Greatly to my surprise, the Prince ex¬ 
pressed his perfect readiness to acquiesce 
in this, protesting at the same time that 
nothing had been farther from his thoughts 
than the causing of my daughter or my¬ 
self any pain by his mesmeric experiments 
in Paris. There was such a ring of sin¬ 
cerity in his voice, and he appeared so 
obviously sorry for what he had done, 
that I somewhat relaxed the sternness of 
my demeanour towards him, and even 
caught myself more than once mentally 
asking whether I had not been too severe 
in the judgment I had passed upon him. 
This temporary weakness on my part led 
me to accord a more gracious reception 
to what he was pleased to style the last 
favour he would ever ask of me—which 
was nothing else than that he should him¬ 
self make the offer of his hand to Lady 
Blanche, and receive his answer from her 
own lips. Should it be adverse, he pro¬ 
mised faithfully to depart at once, and 
trouble me and mine no more. This 
seemed so reasonable that, being well 
acquainted with the state of my daughter’s 
feelings on the subject, I consented, and 
it was agreed between 11s that he should 
call the following Monday to obtain, as I 
fully thought, his final dismissal. 

44 So confident was I of at last ridding 
myself altogether of this person, who had 
caused me such deep anxiety in the past, 
and so certain was I also that my daugh¬ 
ter would at once decline his proffered 
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alliance, that I mentioned nothing of the 
circumstance to her until the very morn¬ 
ing fixed for his visit. To tell the truth, 
it was a disagreeable task, which I am 
afraid I shirked until the very last minute. 
When I at length spoke to her of the 
Prince’s intended proposal that day, she 
surprised me by burst¬ 
ing into a flood of tears. 

But my surprise speed¬ 
ily deepened into some¬ 
thing like alarm as, after 
explaining that I did 
not for one moment con¬ 
template the possibility 
of such an union, my 
daughter turned to me 
with pallid face and 
said : 

“ ‘ Papa, I am afraid 
that man’s power is far 
greater than you ima¬ 
gine. Oh 1 how I wish 
you had" not given your 
consent to his seeing 
me again. Is it not 
even now possible for 
him to receive his dis¬ 
missal at your hands ?’ 

“‘My dear 
child,’ I replied, 

‘ I have already 
told you that 
my sole reason 
for acting in this 
way was that 
we might both 
be relieved in 
the future from 
the necessity of 
recognizing his 
acquaintance in 
any way. Had 
I thought you 
would have ob¬ 
jected so strong¬ 
ly to seeing him, 

I certainly 
would never 
have acceded to 
his request.’ 

“ ‘ Papa,’ she answered, with an emo¬ 
tion she vainly strove to suppress, ‘ you 
know I have never yet told you what I 
saw during my mesmeric trance in Paris.’ 

“ Although I had of late abstained alto¬ 
gether from questioning her as to what 
had really happened on that memorable 
night, I had never quite conquered my 


curiosity to learn the exact nature of the 
strange experience she had undergone, 
and which had affected her so deeply. I 
therefore waited with much interest for 
her to proceed. 

“ But that disclosure was fated never 
to be made, for at this juncture, to my un¬ 
utterable astonishment, 
the door opened, and 
the Prince di Ricordo 
entered the room. I 
was too confounded at 
first to say a single 
word. That the Prince 
should call two hours 
before the 
appointed 
time was re- 
markable, 
though, of 
course, sus¬ 
ceptible of explanation. 
But that my servants, 
well trained as they 
were, should permit a 
visitor to walk in thus 
unannounced was a 
matter which filled me 
with the utmost Sur¬ 
prise. The Prince, how¬ 
ever, appeared in no 
wise to regard the cir¬ 
cumstance as out of the 
common. With a cool¬ 
ness which filled me 
with inexpressible in¬ 
dignation, he intimated 
that he had anticipated 
the time, fixed for his 
calling, as he had to 
leave that afternoon for 
the Continent on im¬ 
portant business. 

“ ‘ Prince,’ I said, 
with an effort to emu¬ 
late his calmness, 

* though you have, as 
you say, anticipated 
the time of your receiv¬ 
ing an answer from my 
daughter’s lips, and 
though I cannot but feel the greatest 
surprise at your extraordinary and un¬ 
announced intrusion, there can be no 
possible objection to this matter being 
settled at once, and finally. My daughter 
absolutely declines the honour of your 
alliance, as you will now have the oppor¬ 
tunity of hearing from her own lips, after 
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which, I must ask you to put into execu¬ 
tion the understanding between us.’ 

“‘And that is-’ said the Prince, 

with a mocking smile. 

“ ‘ That henceforth you will please to 
regard my daughter and myself as utter 
strangers.’ 

“ This time the Prince did not smile, but 
azed straight at my daughter, who had sat 
itherto as motionless as a marble statue. 

“ ‘ Lady Blanche ! ’ he said softly— 
and there was that same peculiar basilisk 
look in his eyes which I had noticed once 
before—‘ that, surely, is not your own 
decision ? ’ 

“ My daughter gave a little gasp, as 
though some violent struggle were pass¬ 
ing in her mind, and murmured almost 
inaudibly, 

“‘Yes! * 

“ ‘ Then, listen ! ’ said the Prince, ex¬ 
tending his arms with an almost imper¬ 
ceptible undulating movement. ‘ You have 
been persuaded against your own nature 
to make this answer. You are no longer 
acting as a free agent. I offer you a posi¬ 
tion which any woman, without respect 
to birth, might well envy—indeed, a posi¬ 
tion which many of the proudest in the 
land would be only too glad to assume— 
but, Lady Blanche, I wish you, and you 
alone, to be mine ! I ask you to think 
again ere you reject my proposal.’ 

“ For a moment or two my daughter 
swayed to and fro upon her chair as if in 
physical pain, the Prince all the while 
keeping his eyes steadily fixed upon her, 
and continuing at the same time the 
peculiar undulating movement of his 
arms. Whatever the extraordinary nature 
of the influence he was exerting upon my 
daughter might be, I was totally unable 
to determine, but it seemed to me that 
her lips were slowly forming an inarticu¬ 
late assent to his proposal. Exasperated 
beyond all measure at the audacious be¬ 
haviour of this man, who seemed resolved, 
at all costs, to force himself and his un¬ 
welcome attentions upon my daughter, I 
stepped forward, with an indignation 
which I could not control, and said: 

“ ‘ Prince, this conduct of yours is both 
unwarrantable and offensive. You have 
your answer, which I ask you to be good 
enough to regard as absolutely final; and 
you must allow me to say, further, that 
your withdrawal now is the only course 
which can possibly commend itself to any. 
right-minded person.’ 
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" PRINCE, THIS CONDUCT IS UNWARRANTABLE." 


“ The Prince turned round upon me 
with an indescribable look on his face. 

“ ‘ My lord,’ he said, with great delibera¬ 
tion, • let me tell you that this is a matter 
especially between your daughter and 
myself, and that any effort on your part 
to thwart my will may be productive of 
much more startling consequences than 
you anticipate.’ 

“ ‘ You scoundrel! ’ I exclaimed furi¬ 
ously. ‘ How dare you presume to ad¬ 
dress me thus upon such a matter and in 
my own house ? I insist on your leaving 
without delay, or I shall adopt the only 
other alternative at my disposal, and have 
you promptly turned out by my servants.’ 

“ The Prince’s dark eyes literally seemed 
to flash out fire upon me as I spoke, and 
there was a cold anger in his voice which 
was far more impressive than the hottest 
passion. He advanced slowly into the 
centre of the room, and said frigidly: 

“ ‘ Lord Faversham, you have chosen 
to decline the honour I was desirous 
of conferring upon your house. It is 
within my power to exact from you a 
terrible reparation for the affront you 
have thus put upon me. But it does not 
accord with my purpose to do this at the 
present time. I prefer to give you a fur- 
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ther measure of grace. Now listen,’ he 
continued, and the evil light in his eyes 
glittered with an intensity which sent a 
thrill of horror to my very soul, * and I 
will tell you what I will do. I have im¬ 
portant business elsewhere, but this day 
three weeks I will return and demand a 
different answer at your hands. Upon 
your head be the consequences if you re¬ 
fuse. In the meantime, it is my will that 
your daughter be subjected to no other 
external influence than mine own. She 
shall remain to all intents dead to you and 
the world for the period I have named, at 
the expiration of which I will come and 
claim her in spite of all opposition.’ 

“ As the Prince finished speaking he 
turned from me and extended his arms in 
the direction of my daughter, who had 
all through remained a passive spectator 
of this remarkable scene. As he did so 
he murmured some words, the purport of 
which I failed to catch, and the next 
moment my daughter sank back in her 
chair in a swooning condition. I rushed 
to the bell to summon assistance, and as 
soon as it was forthcoming I turned round 
to settle matters finally with the Prince. 
But, to my unutterable astonishment, he 
had disappeared—gone in the same un¬ 
accountable way in which he had come. 
Since then I have neither seen nor heard 
anything of him, and my daughter has 
remained in the state in which you have 
just seen her.” 

Here the Earl ceased his extraordinary 
narrative, which, it is needless to say, I 
had followed throughout with the closest 


and most interested attention. The 
whole surroundings of the case, the con¬ 
tinued trance—if such it might be called 
—of the Lady Blanche, the mysterious 
appearance of the Prince, and his equally 
mysterious disappearance, were subjects 
so entirely out of the ordinary course of 
events that I could not but feel the most 
profound amazement at such a tale being 
possible in this matter-of-fact nineteenth 
century of ours. So deep, indeed, was 
my interest that for some little time I 
remained quite silent, pondering over the 
strange things I had just heard. At last 
I turned to the Earl and said thought¬ 
fully : 

“ When did you say this very uncom¬ 
mon personage announced that he would 
probably return ? ” 

“To-night at twelve,” replied the un¬ 
happy father with a sigh. 

I glanced towards the clock. It was on 
the very stroke of the fateful hour. With 
a curious sensation thrilling every nerve 
in my body, I turned towards my com¬ 
panion, and as I did so there came a 
knock at the door. The Earl unlocked 
it, and a servant entered bearing a card. 
The Earl took it with a trembling hand, 
and a heavy groan escaped him. I looked 
at him interrogatively. 

“ Yes,” he said in reply, “ it is as I 
feared.” And he handed me the card. 

I glanced at it with a strange feeling 
which I had never before experienced, 
and read thereon the simple inscription : 

The Prince di Ricordo. 
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III. —The Prince Di Ricordo. 

SHALL not easily forget my intro¬ 
duction to the Prince di Ricordo. 
The midnight hour, the tall, aristo¬ 
cratic form of the Earl of Faversham 
looking on with mournful eyes, and the 
knowledge that in an adjoining apartment 
there lay the most beautiful woman I had 
ever seen in a sleep the profoundness of 
which could only be exceeded by death 
itself, were all calculated to render our 
first meeting a memorable one. The 
Prince, whatever his past history might 
have b en, was unquestionably a singularly 
striking and distinguished-looking indi¬ 
vidual. The high, white brow, over which 
< lustered in thick profusion the heavy 
black locks, as brilliant in their hue as a 
raven’s plumage, the piercing eyes that 
seemed able to penetrate the innermost 
recesses of the soul, the classic features 
cast in a mould often described but seldom 
seen ; all combined to make up a per¬ 
sonality as startling as it was rare. He 
was enveloped in rich and almost priceless 
furs that an emperor might well have 
envied, while in one of his small and 
delicately gloved hands he carried a light 
cane, the knob of which appeared to consist 
of some curious stone, from which darted 
forth at irregular intervals little dull flashes 
of a peculiar greenish tint. 

Whether or no the Prince felt any sur¬ 
prise at seeing me I was unable to deter¬ 
mine. At any rate he showed none, but 
drawing a magnificent watch from his 


pocket, he turned to the Earl with a smile 
and said : 

“ I am punctual, my lord, I believe.” 

The Earl murmured some inarticulate 
words in reply ; and the Prince continued, 
pointing towards me with his cane : 

“ I have not the honour of this gentle¬ 
man’s acquaintance, and as the matter we 
have to discuss is of an eminently private 
nature, it would, perhaps, be as well that no 
third party should be present at our inter¬ 
view.” 

My cheeks burned at this insulting 
speech, and I felt a strong inclination rise 
within me to chastise this insolent 
foreigner on the spot. But the thought of 
the lovely and helpless creature in such 
close proximity to me, and the fear that 
any such act on my part might only tend 
to complicate matters to her detriment, 
•served as a sufficient check to my passion. 
I therefore bit my lip and remained silent. 

The Earl, whose mind was evidently 
torn by conflicting feelings, again muttered 
some words, the purport of which I could 
not exactly catch, but which I understood 
in effect to be that I was a friend of his, 
and that he desired me to remain. 

“ As you will,” said the Prince, with a 
slight shrug of his shoulders ; “ really it is 
not a matter of superlative importance. 
But as the hour grows late, it is, I think, 
desirable that we should proceed to busi¬ 
ness at once. I will therefore take it that 
this gentleman, being a friend of yours, is 
fully conversant with the object of my visit 
here to-night, which is, I need hardly re- 
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mind you, to ask the hand of your daughter, 
Lady Blanche Neville, in marriage. On 
the score of eligibility there can, I imagine, 
be no possible objection. My worldly 
position is beyond question, and on the 
day of our marriage I am prepared to pay 
into your banker’s the sum of one million 
sterling, to be settled upon Lady Blanche in 
the most absolute fashion you can devise.” 

To my astonishment the Earl still re¬ 
mained as though partially bereft of 
speech, and I marvelled at this all the 
more, seeing that he had but a short time 
previously expressed himself in such 
vigorous language concerning this auda¬ 
cious and persistent intruder. The Prince 
darted a swift glance at him, and then 
went on : 

“ I have only just arrived from the 
Continent, to which important matters 
oblige me to return almost immediately. 

It is, therefore,eminently advisable that the 
marriage should take place without delay, 
and if you will allow me to suggest the 
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date I should say that three days hence 
would be a very suitable time.” 

The coolness with which this daring 
proposal was made completely took away 
my breath, and for some moments I felt as 
entirely incapable of uttering a single 
coherent word as did the Earl. In the 
meanwhile the Prince stood calmly in the 
centre of the room negligently twirling his 
cane with the curious stone, the green rays 
from which flashed hither and thither with 
a strange and indescribable effect. Some¬ 
how I could not take my eyes off the bale¬ 
ful thing, which seemed to glitter and 
glow with such an evil light. Then I fell 
to wondering to what order of precious 
stones it could belong, for in the whole 
course of my experience I could not bring 
myself to remember anything in the slight¬ 
est degree resembling it. By-and-by I 
found myself endeavouring to count the 
number of flashes it emitted per minute, 
keeping my hand upon my pulse for the 
purpose. It was an absurd thing to do 
on my part — horribly absurd — but 
though I struggled against the ab¬ 
surdity, it was of no use. And so the 
time ticked solemnly on, and still the 
profoundest silence reigned. Then, 
like one in a dream, I heard the Prince 
speaking again. 

“ Yes,” he was saying, in a soft, 
musical voice—there was a wondrous- 
ly subtle fascination about his voice 
which was fully in keeping with the 
rest of his personality; “ then we will 
consider the matter as settled. You 
have a proverb, I believe,” he added 
with a peculiar smile, “which says 
that silence gives consent. We will 
so take it in the present instance.” 

I seemed at this moment to possess 
two distinct individualities, one of 
which was employed in idly watching 
the Prince’s cane, and the other striv¬ 
ing with mighty effort to break 
through the inexplicable spell which 
seemed to have been cast over us. I 
tried to speak, but found myself 
utterly unable to do so. I endeavour¬ 
ed to take a step forward, but I re¬ 
mained as though rooted to the groui.d 
The sensation was as unpleasant as it 
was novel, anrf I asked myself mentally 
how much longer such an unnatural 
state of things could endure. 

Suddenly there came a knock at 
the door. The Prince turned round 
with an angry gesture, and in so doing 


8o 
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carried the canc 
for a moment out 
of my sight. The 
effect upon me 
was magical. In¬ 
stead of standing 
as I had hitherto 
done, a passive 
though unwilling 
spectator of this 
remarkable scene 
I felt my previous 
lethargy fall from 
me as a cloak 
drops from the 
shoulders, and I 
was myself once 
more, alert, keen 
and masterful, 
and determined 
at all hazards to 
resist this man to 
the utmost extent 
of my power. 

The Earl, who 
also seemed to 
recover himself in 


some measure at 
this interruption, 
opened the door 
to admit a nurse, 
who told us some¬ 
what excitedly that the Lady Blanche 
had just manifested signs of return¬ 
ing consciousness. The Earl clasped 
his hands together, and fervently ejacu¬ 
lated, “Thank God!” The Prince re¬ 
mained unmoved, save that a curious smile 
flickered across his face for a second and 
was gone. As for myself, I resolutely 
determined that this remarkable man 
should no longer exert his malefic influence 
over me, if I could possibly prevent it, and 
I mentally resolved that I.would,at all costs, 
refrain from looking again at that myster¬ 
ious and fascinating stone. 

After the nurse had gone there was 
another spell of silence, which the Earl was 
the first to break. 

“Prince di Ricordo,” he said, with a 
dignity which became him infinitely well, 
“ I do not pretend or desire to understand 
the nature of the uncoipmon powers you 
apparently possess, but seeing the great 
and undeserved misery which you have 
been the means of inflicting upon an 
entirely innocent family, I appeal to your 
bettt-r nature to regard the negative answer 
which you have received as absolutely 


irrevocable, and 
to depart in peace 
and trouble us no 


more.” 

The Prince re¬ 
mained still care¬ 
lessly swinging 
his cane to and 
fro as before, but 
I carefully avert¬ 
ed my eyes from 
it, and I observed 
to my great grati¬ 
fication, that the 
Esprl was follow¬ 
ing my example. 
When the Prince 
spoke it was in 
a cold, hard voice 
that betrayed 
only too clearly 
the fixity of his 
purpose. 

“ My lord,” he 
said — and trie 
motions of ^ the 

slightly accelera¬ 
ted, “ I have al¬ 
ready communi¬ 
cated to you my 
wish, and let me 
tell you that I am determined to be obeyed 
in this matter. From your daughter’s lips 
alone will I accept my dismissal. She has 
but to say a single word, and I go forth 
from you for ever.’’ 

“ But,” objected the Earl, “ my daugh¬ 
ter is not in a fit state to return you any 
answer whatever.” 

“ Pardon me, my lord,” replied the 
Prince coldly, “but you have already 
heard that the Lady Blanche has mani¬ 
fested signs of returning conscious¬ 
ness. I apprehend," he continued sneer- 
ingly, “ that I am a better physician than 
this gentleman here, whom, I imagine, I 
am not in error in supposing to be a medi¬ 
cal man.” 

I clenched my hands until the action 
became almost painful. How I hated this 
insulting foreign princeling ! And how 
.earnestly I longed for an opportunity to- 
turn the tables, and cover him and his vile 
machinations with the confusion they de¬ 
served ! The Prince must have seen the 
anger in my eyes, but he took no notice 
and continued calmly : 

“ As I have before said, my lord, all I 
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desire is that your daughter should herself, 
of her own free will, and without being 
subjected to any outside influence, say 
‘Yes ’ or ‘ No ’ to the proposal which 1 have 
made. It is a very simple matter, and 
can be concluded in a very short space of 
time. If you will allow me to see Lady 
Blanche, I think you will find my presence 
will have such a revivifying effect upon 
her that she will be able to at once bring 
this affair to a final termination.” , 

The Earl hesitated, and cast an appeal¬ 
ing look in my direction, which I fully 
understood. It was upon myself, then, 
that the burden of this momentous decision 
was to rest. I thought rapidly for a few 
moments over the situation, and it seemed 
to me that the wisest course was to bring 
things to a decisive issue without further 
delay. Besides. I was anxious to be pre¬ 
sent tnyself at the wakening of the Lady 
Blanche, who I could not now doubt had 
been cast into a strange and inexplicable 
mesmeric sleep by the arts of the man who 
stood carelessly swinging his cane 
before me. For the first time, there¬ 
fore, during this extraordinary in¬ 
terview, I spoke. 

“ My lord,” I said, still keeping 
my gaze carefully turned from the 
Prince, “ if I might be allowed to 
advise in this matter, I should say 
that it would be desirable to termi¬ 
nate it in one way or another as 
soon as possible.” 

The Earl nodded eagerly, as 
though pleased to have another to 
decide for him under such bewilder¬ 
ing circumstances. Without a 
word, he motioned us to follow him, 
and led the way to the room where 
the Lady Blanche was lying. 

Already there was a marvellous 
alteration. The death-like pallor 
had fled, the warm blood was 
mantling in her cheeks, and her 
bosom rose and fell as the rich tide 
coursed through her veins. But 
still she slept. If she had been 
beautiful in my eyes before, as 
she lay there like some exquisite 
piece of sculpture fashioned by the 
inspired hand of genius, how 
infinitely more lovely was the pic¬ 
ture she now presented, as the sus 
pended life-current throbbed and 
pulsated once again with all its 
wonted vigour. That so perfect a 
creature should become the victim 


of such a man as the Prince seemed to me 
altogether too horrible to contemplate, and 
inwardly I swore a great oath that if it 
were within the power of man to avert so 
ghastly a catastrophe, the Lady Blanche 
should never, while I lived, become the 
Princess di Ricordo. 

The Prince advanced to the foot of the 
couch, and extended his arms with a 
gentle movement thrice, at the same time 
murmuring a few words in an undertone. 
Slowly the heavy eyelids unclosed, slowly 
the delicate right hand sought the fair 
white brow, slowly those sweet lips parted 
with a heavy sigh, and the long and mys¬ 
terious sleep of the Lady Blanche was 
ended. Sinking his arms, the Prince 
leaned slightly forward and said, in a 
gentle and almost melancholy voice : 

“Lady Blanche Neville, I ask you be¬ 
fore these witnesses to say whether you 
will become my wife. In the name of the 
Mighty One I ask you for your answer.” 

The Lady Blanche sighed again heavily, 
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then, raising herself upon 
her elbow, she turned her 
face full towards the 
Prince, and said in a 
firm, clear voice: 

“ I will.” 

The Prince turned 
round to us with a dia¬ 
bolical smile upon his 
handsome face, the tri¬ 
umphant expression of 
which it was impossible 
to mistake. The Earl 
gave a despairing groan, 
and sinking into a chair, 
buried his head in his 
hands. As for myself, I 
felt my heart swell within 
me wellnigh to bursting. 

My hatred and loathing 
of the Prince increased a 
hundredfold in intensity 
during those last few 
moments. L gave one 
swift glance at his smil¬ 
ing, devilish face, and 
then I knew for the first 
time why men sometimes 
thirst with a hot and in¬ 
extinguishable passion that nothing but 
the shedding of human blood can possibly 
assuage. 


IV. Walter Graham Remembers. 


To adequately'descrrbs my feelings as I 
returned home during the early hours of 
that bleak March morning is a task utterly 
beyond my power. A . fierce and irre¬ 
pressible tumult- raged within- my mind, 
to which it is impossible that my pen, at 
any rate, should-render anything like jus¬ 
tice. Passion succeeded passion, like the 
angry waves of the sea, only to dash 
themselves against the cold, hard rock of 
fact, and, beaten back, return again ip 
wild and impotent fury to the attack. Un¬ 
controllable rage would be succeeded by 
hopeless despair, onlyjtp be followed in its 
turn by a wild, inchoate longing for ven¬ 
geance on the man who had wrought all 
this havoc in rhy breast. It was consider¬ 
ably past three whfen I reached Brook 
Street, yeti felt not the slightest inclination 
to retire to rest, and I remained in my 
study, brooding over the occurrences of the 
last few hours, until the cold grey dawn 
slowly crept. in upon me, and bathed the 
room in its pale and melancholy light. 

With a supreme effort, I roused myself, 


and began to consider seriously what was 
best to be done under the circumstances. 

I was obliged to admit to myself, half 
with reluctance and half with a new-born 
sensation of delight, that the sudden and 
unexpected sight of Lady Blanche Neville 
had filled my soul with a strange and in¬ 
explicable feeling, which as yet I did not 
even dare to, analyse. For some time I 
was unable to determine upon any satisfac¬ 
tory course of action. In fact, the more I 
regarded the situation the more hopeless 
did it appear. I remembered, for the first 
time with regret, that England was a free 
country, and that if Lady Blanche per¬ 
sisted in her declared intention to marry ; 
the Prince di Ricordo, there was nothing 
that I, or the Earl, or anyone else, could do 
to prevent -what was to me the most hid¬ 
eous and loathsome of unions. Suddenly 
a bright thought flashed upon me. I would 
wire to Walter Graham, and request him 
to hasten to town, and see me immediately 
upon an urgent matter which admitted 
of no delay. I attached such importance 
to this telegram that I determined to des¬ 
patch it myself. Besides, I felt that a 
walk in the fresh morning air would do me 
no harm, and I therefore put on my hat 
and sallied forth into the street. 
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It was barely eight o’clock, and 
there was not a soul in sight save 
a disreputable-looking man, lean¬ 
ing against the railings of a house 
on the opposite side, smoking a 
short clay pipe, and who looked 


to my eye tike one __ 

1 -ss wanderers, to whom the pass¬ 
ing of the night under no other 
shelter than that of the open sky 
was an habitual and natural event, 

But I was too much wrapped up 
in my own affairs to bestow more 
than a passing thought upon this 
stray piece of humanity, and I 
made, my way to the nearest tele¬ 
graph office, mentally calculating 
the probable lapse of time between 
the forwarding of my telegram and 
the arrival of Walter Graham in 
town. 

I duly despatched the wirq, and 
on coming out of the office, I saw, 
with a momentary feeling of sur¬ 
prise, that the ragged loafer I had 
previously noticed had turned his 
steps in the same direction as 
myself, and was' now lounging 
carelessly on the other side of the 
road, apparently engaged in the 
congenial occupation of gazing at 
nothing. A cold bath and break¬ 
fast had a wonderfully reviving 
influence upon me, and I after¬ 
wards busied myself in my- con¬ 
sulting-room until three 'o’,dock, 
when the last of my patients de- • 
parted, and I was again free to 
wonder how long a period was 
likely to elapse ere I once more 
felt the strong, warm grasp of 
Walter Graham’s friendly hand. 

As the evening advanced and 
still my friend came not, I began 
to experience a return of my former 
restlessness. At length my im¬ 
patience rose to such an ungov¬ 
ernable height that I felt for the second 
time the necessity of recourse to a little fresh 
air. Leaving word that I would be back 
in half-an-hour, I started for a brisk walk 
round the houses, in the hope that this 
might drive away, in some degree, the de¬ 
pression which had settled down upon my 
spirits like a pall. 

I walked for some minutes sharply in 
the direction of the Park, and then turned 
suddenly with the intention of retracing 
m y steps. In so doing I came into some¬ 


what violent collision with a man, whom I 
recognised, with a certain uneasy feeling', 
as my vagrant acquaintance of the morning 
** Hallo ! ” I said, with a desire to know 
whether there was anything more in all 
this than mere coincidence. “ You seem 
to be in an uncommon hurry, my friend ; 
and you’ll excuse me if I recommend you 
to be in the future a little more careful 
where you are going. By the way, did I 
not see you in Brook Street early this 
morning ? ” 
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The man muttered some incoherent 
reply, and picking up his hat, which had 
fallen on the pavement, he suddenly darted 
off in the opposite direction to that in 
which he had been previously going. This 
remarkable behaviour on his part left no 
doubt in my mind that he was a spy—that 
I was, in fact, being carefully watched, 
and I needed no conjurer to tell me that 
the author of this surveillance was in all 
probability none other than the Prince di 
Ricordo himself. 

With this additional food for reflection 
I returned home, to find to my great and 
exceeding joy that .Walter Graham had 
arrived in my absence. After the usual 
greetings were over', and my friend com¬ 
fortably ensconced in the easiest of the 
chairs which my study afforded, I proceed¬ 
ed to narrate to him the strange case of 
Lady Blanche Neville, and to invite his 
opinion thereon. 

I had expected him to listen with atten¬ 
tion to the details of so curious, and re¬ 
markable a story, but I must cpnfess that 
l was not prepared for the extraordinary 
amount of interest which he displayed as I 
progressed with my narrative. As I 
approached- the- denouement his excitement 
became sp great that he rose from his chair 
and began pacing up and down the study 
floor with short, uneven, eager steps. 
When I came to the part where Lady 
Blanche had deliberately said “ I will ” to 
the Prince’s proposal, he could no longer 
restrain his feelings. Stopping abruptly 
in his walk he smote the ta'ble heavily with 
his clenched fist, at the same time exclaim¬ 
ing, in a voice full of irrepressible emo¬ 
tion 

‘•My God ! what an awful scoundrel this 
Prince di Ricordo must be ! ” 

I had no difficulty in heartily agreeing 
with him on this point, and I devoutly 
wished that our unanimity was of itself 
sufficient to find us some satisfactory solu¬ 
tion of the problem. Unhappily, however, 
we were confronted with a state of things 
which demanded the most prompt and 
vigorous action, though in what form or in 
what way such action was possible, I was 
altogether unable even in the remotest 
degree to conceive. 

We sat talking over the matter long into 
the night without coming to any definite 
conclusion. Indeed, under the circum¬ 
stances, little else was to be expected. One 
project after another was broached only to 
be discarded immediately afterwards as 
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altogether impracticable and absurd, and 
we finally separated without having 
arrived at any decision on the subject. 

The next morning we again resumed 
the discussion, with the same futile result. 
In fact, the more we considered the situa¬ 
tion the more desperate did it appear. We 
had said everything that could be said, and 
we were now silently staring at each other 
with blank and hopeless faces, when the 
arrival of one of the actors in this strange 
drama gave a new impulse to our 
thoughts. 

It was the Earl of Faversham, courteous 
and refined as usual, but bearing in his 
face the obvious signs of heavy grief. But, 
as I have said, his manner was as perfect 
as though sorrow to him were but a name 
and not an experience. Indeed, the good 
breeding of the man seemed to be imper¬ 
ceptibly and unconsciously displayed en¬ 
tirely of its own volition, and to flow from 
him in one continuous stream without the 
slightest knowledge or effort on his part. 
He had called, he said, to express his 
thanks for the ready and sympathetic 
attention which I had shown the other 
evening. I replied that I was only too 
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happy in my attendance, and that it was a 
source of the very greatest regret to me 
that I had been unable to be of any real 
service on the occasion I followed up 
this expression of sorrow with an anxious 
inquiry as to the present state of Lady 
Blanche’s health ; at the same time adding 
that my friend, to whom I had already 
taken the liberty of telling the story, was a 
well-known and distinguished medical man 
who took the very greatest interest in this 
very remarkable case. 

“ She has,” said the Earl, with a sigh, 
“ to all appearance entirely recovered from 
her mysterious trance, which, singularly 
enough, does not seem to have had those 
injurious after effects upon her such as 
might naturally have been expected.” 

“And does—is she-” I began hesi¬ 

tatingly. 

The Earl immediately divined what I 
wished to say. 

“ Yes,” he replied mournfully ; “ unfor¬ 
tunately she does. Though on all other 
points she is perfectly prepared to submit 
to my wishes, on this she remains unalter¬ 
ably firm. That the marriage is distaste¬ 
ful to her I cannot but believe, but in face 
of her solemn and reiterated assurances 
that it is absolutely imperative, I greatly 
fear it is useless to think of averting it.” 

I dissented from this proposition in¬ 
wardly with much vigour, though at the 
same time I was compelled to admit to 
nnself it was only too probable that the 
tarl was entirely right in his view of the 
matter. I said nothing however, and 
after a short pause, he went on : 

“After all, the marriage is not an entirely 
unsatisfactory one from a worldly stand¬ 
point. The Prince di Ricordo is, beyond all 
doubt, an exceedingly wealthy man, and 
though little or nothing seems to be known 
as to his actual position in society, I have 
not been able to discover anything serious¬ 
ly to his detriment.” 

1 knew full well that the Earl was only 
endeavouring to solace himself with such 
stray crumbs of comfort as he could extract 
trom a situation which it was impossible 
to doubt he thoroughly deplored in his 
heart. It was, indeed, a hideous position 
for anyone to be placed in, and I would 
willingly at that moment have given all I 
possessed to be able to terminate it in a 
fashion at once decisive and effectual. 
Hut I could think of no expedient likely to 
prove of the slightest use in the present 
emergency, and I ground my teeth 


savagely together in the extremity of my 
rage, as I recognized with despair that 
unless some totally unexpected and unfore¬ 
seen circumstance transpired, it was highly 
probable that the catastrophe which I 
dreaded more than anything on earth 
would speedily become an accomplished 
and irrevocable fact. 

I was still gloomily meditating on the 
exceeding likelihood of this evil consumma¬ 
tion, when Graham, who had for some 
minutes been gazing abstractedly into the 
fire, suddenly raised his head and said 
abruptly : 

“ I wonder what peculiar sort of stone it 
could have been which the Prince carried 
in his cane, and which seems to have been 
endowed with such mysterious and alto¬ 
gether extraordinary power. Do I under¬ 
stand you to say it was entirely different 
in its appearance from anything you had 
ever seen before ? ” 

“ Yes,” I replied thoughtfully, and with 
a certain amount of hesitation, for, in truth, 
I was not quite so thoroughly confident on 
this point as I had previously been. “ Yet, 
somehow, I have since more than once 
dimly fancied that, in some way in which 
I cannot distinctly remember, I have be¬ 
fore seen a stone resembling it in some 
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measure, though at what time, and under 
what circumstances, I am utterly unable 
to recall to mind.” 

Graham still continued to gaze steadily 
at the fire after this reply, and for a short 
space the silence remained unbroken. 
Then, as though a sudden inspiration had 
come upon him, Graham all at once smote 
his hands together sharply and exclaimed: 

“ By-the-way, Wiseman, what became 
of that curious stone which the nameless 
Hebrew gave you on his death-bed, when 
we were students at the hospital ? ” 

I could not repress a violent start as 
these words fell unexpectedly upon my 
ears. The whole of that almost forgotten 
scene rose up again before me as vividly 
as though it had transpired but yesterday; 
and a great flood of light streamed in upon 
me as I remembered, with a sharp quick¬ 
ening of the pulse, that it was the recollec¬ 
tion of this very, and hitherto strangely 
neglected, stone which I had been vainly 
endeavouring to recall ever since my mo¬ 
mentous midnight interview with that 
singular and incomprehensible person who 
called himself by the imposing title of the 
Prince di Ricordo. 

, V.—The Price or I^demption. 

Although I remained, to all appearance, 
outwardly calm, it was with a feeling of 
deep and indefinable excitement that I 
arose from my chair, and, with a hasty 
apology to my visitors, left the room to 
search for the stone which the Jsraelitish 
mystic had, with the cold grasp of death 
upon him, presented to me considerably 
over a decade ago. It was to me a pro¬ 
found and altogether insolvable mystery 
how the knowledge of that stone had so 
completely departed from f my remem¬ 
brance. Had it been steeped in the waters 
of oblivion, with the avowed intention of 
rendering its owner entirely unconscious of 
its possession, it could not have been pos¬ 
sible for its very existence to have slipped 
my memory in a more absolute and incon¬ 
ceivable manner than it had. Even now 
that it had been recalled to me in such an 
unlooked-for fashion by Walter Graham, 
I was entirely unable to remember where 
I had hidden it away, and it was with a 
strange commingling of hope and fear that 
I proceeded to my study, as being its most 
likely place of concealment, to commence, 
with a beating h* art, the'search for it 
forthwith. 

At last, after a .long and tedious seeking, 


in which every note in the gamut of my 
emotions was successively struck, I dis¬ 
covered the little carved sandal - wood 
casket containing the missing gem. Eagerly 
I drew it forth from that corner of my 
ebony bureau in which it had remained 
hidden from the light of day for consider¬ 
ably more than ten years, and conveyed 
it exultantly to where the Earl and Walter 
Graham sat patiently awaiting my return. 
With a trembling hand, I unscrewed the 
top of the casket and immediately there 
rolled out upon the table before us a pale, 
chameleon-hued stone, the predominant 
colour of which it was impossible to deter¬ 
mine. It was an exact counterpart of that 
stone which had so strangely affected me 
when my eyes had rested upon it for the 
first time in the Prince di Ricordo's cane. 
But there was this difference: that whereas 
the Prince’s stone had sent forth dull, 
green, intermittent gleams of light, the 
scintillating rays of mine, although of the 
same green hue, were marked by a bril¬ 
liancy and fire far in excess of those 
emitted by the other. But in all other 
respects the two stones appeared to be 
identical. 

We sat staring silently at it as it lay 
upon the table, flashing out its wonderful 
light upon us, and again I marvelled to 
think that I had not perceived its exceed¬ 
ing beauty before. So far as my dim re¬ 
collection served me, when the Jew had 
handed it to me upon his death-bed it had 
simply been a dull mass of colour, bearing 
not the faintest resemblance to that bril¬ 
liant and lovely stone upon which we now 
gazed with such fascinated eyes. Without 
doubt, I had never looked upon such a 
glowing gem before, and there gradually 
stole in upon me an absurd notion that the 
stotie, with all its glittering mobility, was 
not, after all, merely a gorgeous specimen 
of mineral production, but a veritable 
living, moving, sentient thing. Indeed, to 
such an extent did this preposterous fancy 
take possession of my brain that even as 
I gazed, 1 seemed to see it thrill and throb 
before me with'a pulsating motion which 
no mere inanimate body ever possessed. 

Walter Graham, who had, in a sur¬ 
prising manner, entirely recovered his 
usual calm and imperturbable demeanour at 
the sight of the stone, broke in upon this 
fanciful reverie just in the very nick of 
time. 

Are you satisfied,” he inquired, looking 
at me steadily, “ that this stone is really 
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the counterpart of 
the one which af- 
fected you so 
strangely the other 
evening ? ” 

“Yes” I repied 
decidedly ; *• the 


exact counterpart, 1 
save only that it is 
infinitely more bril¬ 
liant than the Prin¬ 
ce’s. In fact, though 
the comparison may 
seem ridiculous, I 
cannot help mental¬ 
ly likening them, the 
one to a quick and 
the other to a mori¬ 
bund soul.” 

“ 1 see,” replied 
Graham thought¬ 
fully ; “ but as this 
stone of yours seems 
to improve so much 
by remaining undis¬ 
turbed in darkness, 
it is quite possible 
that when it has 
been exposed to the 
light for some time 
it may again become as dull as it was 
before. Therefore I have a suggestion to 
make to you.” 

“ Yes ? ” I said, in some surprise. 

“Yes,” repeated Graham quietly. “ It 
has occurred to me that having regard 
to the exceedingly remarkable likeness 
which exists between these two stones, it 
is quite within the bounds of possibility 
that if they should ever happen by any 
chance to be placed side by side, it might ■ 
be an almost hopeless task to say which 
was yours and which the Prince’s. As we 
know at the present time which is which, 

I propose to make a slight and almost im¬ 
perceptible mark on your stone with this 
diamond,” pointing as he spoke to a superb, 
diamond ring on his finger, the gift of a 
grateful patient whom he had rescued from 
the very jaws of death. “ In that case,” 
he continued grimly, “ there will be no 
difficulty in settling the respective owner¬ 
ships.” 

It was a curious idea, and one the utility 
of which I must confess I did not exactly 
pereeive. It seemed to me in the highest 
degree improbable that any confusion be¬ 
tween the two stones was ever likely to 
arise, or that I should ever experience such 


a dilemma as Graham had thus fore¬ 
shadowed. However, I saw no objection 
to his doing as he proposed, and 1 there¬ 
fore signified my consent. 

Graham rose slowly from his chair, 
drawing as he did so the ring from his 
finger. The Jew’s stone was now glitter¬ 
ing and glowing with an almost unearthly 
light. I thought I saw. too, for the first 
time, red flashes mingling with the green, 
and again the singular fancy crossed my 
brain that the stone possessed in very truth 
some element of life, and was incensed at 
the deed which Graham proposed to do. 

Graham seized it firmly in his fingers, 
and, as he did so, beyond all question great 
flashes of red darted from it in every direc¬ 
tion, to the almost complete extinction of 
the green. As Graham deliberately drew 
his diamond across the base, there wailed 
upon our ears an indescribable sound, 
more harrowing in its plaintiveness than 
any I had previously heard in the whole 
course of my not inconsiderable experience 
of human suffering and pain. At the same 
time there arose a faint grey vapour, which 
floated slowly upwards and was gradually 
dispersed. The whole thirg was horribly 
weird and unnatural, and the extreme 
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pallor on our faces bore eloquent testimony 
to its ghastly influence upon our already 
highly-tensioned feelings. 

Shortly after this, the Earl took his 
departure, obviously considerably shaken 
by what lie had heard and seen, but not 
before he had requested me to call again, 
in my medical capacity, upon his daughter. 
The marriage, in spite of the Prince’s wish 
for an earlier date, had been fixed to take 
place three weeks hence, and during this 
intervening period of respite I called re¬ 
peatedly upon the Lady Blanche. I found 
her each time, though perfectly sensible, 
moving and acting exactly like one in a 
dream. Her conversation, if brief, was 
always to the point, and not even the most 
fastidious could take the slightest excep¬ 
tion to the cold faultlessness of her de¬ 
meanour. All the same, it was impossible 
not to feel that she could not, in the strict 
sense of the word, be held responsible for 
her actions, and that her will was con¬ 
tinuously being subjected to a stronger 
power than her own. 

During the whole of this interval I never 
once saw the Prince di Ricordo until the 
Sunday before the projected marriage. 
Graham, who still remained with me, was 
as unable as myself to suggest any reason¬ 
able expedient to thwart the Prince’s in¬ 
vincible determination and free Lady 
Blanche from her impending fate. Acting, 
however, on his advice, I never called at 


FRANCIS WISEMAN. 

the Earl’s residence without carrying in 
my pocket the Jew’s last gift to me. He 
warmly urged that if it should be my lot 
to encounter the Prince before the fatal 
day, I should try the experiment whether 
my stone was capable of producing the 
same or any similar effect upon him as his 
had done upon me. But, so far, no chance 
had been afforded me of making the trial, 
and dark and ugly thoughts rushed through 
my soul as I realised at length that the 
last feeble flicker of hope was on the point 
of final extinction. 

But, as I have said, on this fateful Sun¬ 
day I had an unexampled stroke of good 
fortune. The Prince happened to call 
during my visit—the farewell visit, in fact, 
which I proposed to pay to the sweetest 
woman I had ever seen, ere her detested 
union with another. Whether the en¬ 
counter was intentional or the result of 
accident it was, ot course, beyond my 
power to say. Anyhow, there the Prince 
stood before me again, as calm and impas¬ 
sive as ever. 

Save for a subtle, elusive, malignant 
look which once or twice flitted across his 
face, one would have unhesitatingly pro¬ 
nounced him a worthy bearer of the exalted 
title of Prince. He was attired in the 
most perfect taste, and I observed, with a 
great thrill of exultation, that he carried in 
his hand the cane with the mystic stone. 
His manner towards me was of the most 
icy politeness, 
though an obvi¬ 
ous sneer curled 
round his lips as 
he sarcastically 
enquired w r hich 
of the two I con¬ 
sidered the more 
potent physician. 
I smiled slightly, 
but made no di¬ 
rect reply, and, 
thrusting my hand 
into my px;ket, I 
drew forth the 
little sandal-wood 
casket. Un¬ 
screwing the top, 
I held it to my 
nostrils as though 
inhaling some 
rare and fragrant 
perfume, at the 
same time taking 
care that he 
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should obtain a full view of the glorious 
iridescence of the stone within. 

Never before had I witnessed such a 
marvellous change as passed over the 
Prince’s face as his eyes rested, for the 
first time within 
my knowledge, up¬ 
on that wonderful 
stone, which was 
to his in splendid 
effulgence as the 
midday sun in con¬ 
trast to the minor 
orb of night. He 
gave a great start 
forward, and as he 
did so his cane fell 
from his hand with 
a crash upon the 
floor. Without 
stooping to regain 
it, he said, in a voice 
in which calmness 
ineffectually strug¬ 
gled with rage: 

“ Where, may I 
ask, did you obtain 
that stone ? ” 


My opportunity had come at last, and I 
took the fullest advantage of it. 

“ Prince,” I replied, with as much un¬ 
concern as I could muster at such an 
exciting crisis, “ it seems to me that you 
have not the 
slightest right to 
ask me such a 
question. Where 
I obtained that 
stone is certainly 
no one’s business 
save my own,” 
W’ith a mighty 
effort, the Prince, 
in some degree,re¬ 
covered his com¬ 
posure, and when 
he spoke again 
there was a forced 
respect in his tone 
which had hither¬ 
to been conspicu¬ 
ously wanting. 
But for some mo¬ 
ments he remain¬ 
ed perfectly silent, 
apparently revol 
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ving thic new and unexpected development 
in his mind. Crushing down his feelings 
to an utterly emotionless point, he said at 
last: 

“ Dr. Wiseman, I have a great and 
sufficient reason for desiring to know how 
that stone came into your possession. As, 
however, you refuse to answer this ques¬ 
tion, permit me to suggest that if you will 
allow me to call upon you to-morrow, I 
may be able to make you a proposition 
to which, I believe, you will not be entirely 
displeased to listen.” 

How wildly my heart throbbed at these 
pregnant words ! Already I saw'in anti¬ 
cipation the Lady Blanche freed and by my' 
hand ! The appointlrtent was duly made, 
and I returned home in a veritable deli¬ 
rium of joy. Graham' listened - gravely to 
my story, but made but one comment 
upon it. 

“ Wiseman,” he said, with a degree of 
solemnity which somewhat surprised me, 
“ I believe you now hold the game for the 
moment in your own hands. The only 
thing that I am not sure of is whether 
the price you are about to pay for victory 
may not be much too high.” 

Poor fellow ! I forgaye him ! He had 
never seen the Lady Blanche. Had he 
done so, he would never have spoken like 
that! 

Next morning, punctually as the clock 
struck ten, the Prince was announced. He 
had now entirely recovered his customary 
immobility, and there was a cold, busi¬ 
ness-like air about him which effectually 
precluded any but tLs briefest conversa¬ 
tion. 

“ Dr. Wiseman, ,r he said curtly, “ you 
are, I take it, a man of the world. As 
such, you will be able to afford to what I 
am about to say the fullest dbusideration. 
I believe I am not in error ii* supposing 
that you view the projected marriage be¬ 


tween Lady Blanche Neville and myself 
with a large amount of antipathy.” 

I simply nodded my head. I could not 
trust myself to speak. 

“ Very well,” he said — he was without 
his cane, I noticed, this time—“ in return 
for the stone which I saw in your posses¬ 
sion yesterday I am willing to entirely re¬ 
linquish my claim to her hand.” 

“For ever ? ” I managed to ejaculate. 

“For ever,” he returned unmovedly. 

“ Have you any objection to express 
yourself to this effect in writing ? ” I 
enquired huskily. 

“ Not the slightest,” he replied; and he 
sat,down there and then and wrote a lull 
and unconditional release. 

With tumultuously mingled feelings, 1 
delivered the stone into his possession, 
retaining, however, the casket in which it 
had been previously enclosed. There was 
a look I little liked upon his face, but he 
received it without a word, and, with a 
haughty gesture, turned to leave the room. 

“ I trust,” I ventured to say as he stood 
in the open doorway, “ that you will now 
consider it unnecessary to continue your 
espionage upon my movements.” 

A wicked smile flitted over his evil 
face. 

“You must leave that entirely to my 
discretion,” he replied. “It depends al¬ 
together upon your future movements. 
But if you are disposed to accept a warn¬ 
ing from me, let me advise you never to 
cross my path again. Should you ever be 
rash enough to do so, rest assured the 
issue will be of such a nature as to involve 
the everlasting loss to you of all you prize 
most dearly on this earth.” And, with 
these ominous words, he turned abruptly 
on his heel and quitted the room. 

I need say no more upon this portion of 
my life, save that six months later Lady 
Blanche Neville became my wife. 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 


The Memoirs of Dr. Francis Wiseman. 

Compiled from Private Papers by his friend, the Rev. David Spencer: to which 
are added certain Critical Observations and Elucidations by Professor Otto Schultz, 
the distinguished Oriental Scholar. The whole now published for the first time, and 
forming an astounding Present-day Narrative of the Invisible and Supernatural. 

By PAUL SET ON, 

Author of “ Revelations of a London Pawnbroker,” Confessions of a Royal 
Academician,” &c. &c. 



VI. A Horrible Suggestion. 

L | OR the next few years nothing 
r* | occurred to in any way disturb the 
" l perfect happiness of our married 
life. My wife, indeed, would at times 
lament that no sunny-faced children were 
vouchsafed to her, and that in her case 
the sweetest and stiongest passion which 
God has implanted in the female breast 
remained unsatisfied. But beyond 
this all was peaceful and unal¬ 
loyed bliss. My practice steadily 
increased, and proportionately 
also, my wealth. In fact, 
I may say without con¬ 
ceit that at this period 
I was generally recog¬ 
nised, even by the medi¬ 
cal profession, as a spe¬ 
cialist of European repu¬ 
tation, whose fame was 
scarcely susceptible of 
augmentation. The great 
pressure of work upon 
me—for I was almost in¬ 
cessantly occupied with 
my patients from morn¬ 
ing till night—effectually 
precluded on my part 
any resumption of my 
previous investigations 
into the history and ex¬ 
ercise of the occult arts. 
Had, however, such been 
possible, I much doubt if, 
with my recent experien¬ 
ces still fresh in my me¬ 
mory, I should have cared 
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to pursue the subject further. My wife “ That is impossible,” he replied quietly; 
and I had mutually agreed to let the past “ though, indeed, had circumstances been 
drop entirely—at any rate, so far as open different from what they are, nothing 
reference to it was concerned; and though would have given me greater pleasure.” 
there were, unquestionably, times when our There was an unmistakable ring of sad- 
thoughts refused to be controlled, and ness in his voice which was as depressing 
strayed, against our will, into forbidden as it was rare. I stole another furtive 
domains, still outwardly no sign was ever glance at him out of my half-closed eyes, 
made by either of us that the eventful and then for the first time I realised how 
<lays preceding our marriage had any greatly altered for the worse was this man 
place in our remembrance. So passed of iron nerves—this splendid specimen of 
the years quietly and happily until the God’s noblest creation, endowed with the 
close of 1886. fullest perfection of mental and physical 

It wanted but a week to Christmas— attributes. In addition to his pallor and 
which we proposed spending at the emaciation, there would occasionally flit 
Cheshire seat of my father-in-law, the across his face a startled, apprehensive 
Earl of Faversham—when I received a look that reminded me of nothing so much 
totally unexpected visit from my friend, as a hunted animal at bay. There was 
Walter Graham. I was, of course, de- also a nervous twitching in his limbs, 
lighted to see him again after so long a especially in his hands, which did not 
period, but I was sorry to observe that he escape my observation; and I noticed, 
was looking much paler and thinner than further, that on the little finger of the left 
of old. His face, too, wore a haggard hand he wore a slender metal ring, ap- 
and anxious appearance which imme- parently fashioned from highly-polished 
diately excited my concern, and alto- steel, which he kept continually turning 
gether it was very obvious to my trained in a mechanical manner from left to right, 
eye that my friend was far from being For some moments the silence remained 
well. unbroken, save for the ticking of the 

I purposely abstained from remarking clock upon the mantel. Graham sat 
on this at the time, knowing, as 1 did, his staring abstractedly at the fire, and I 
rooted objection to any reference to the continued secretly watching him the 
state of his health. 

Later on, however, 
when we sat chat¬ 
ting over our cigars 
in my study, I ven¬ 
tured to cautiously 
approach the sub¬ 
ject. 

“Graham,” I 
said, with an as¬ 
sumption of care¬ 
lessness which was 
entirely hypocriti¬ 
cal, “ I’m afraid 
you've been over¬ 
working yourself a 
bit lately. You’ve 
let your systtmrun 
down too fast. You 
want a tonic — a 
change. Why not 
come and spend 
Christmas with us 
at Faversham 
Hall ? ” 

Graham shook 
his head in a me¬ 
lancholy fashion. 


while. My friend was 
the first to speak. Fling¬ 
ing his half-consumed 
cigar into the blazing 



THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 


mingled impatience and despair, he ex¬ 
claimed abruptly: 

“ Wiseman, you think that I am seri¬ 
ously ill. There is no mistaking your 
voice and manner. Well, I will not attempt 
to deceive you. I am ill, very ill, but my 
malady, unhappily, is far beyond the 
reach of even your justly-renowned skill. 
Yes,” he continued quickly, speaking as 
if under some uncontrollable influence, 
and with inconceivable bitterness, “ ab¬ 
surd and ridiculous in the highest degree 
as it must appear to you, my present ap¬ 
pearance is solely owing to the fact that I 
am unfortunately in the power of a potent 
spirit, far mightier in every respect than 
myself.” 

I stared at him in great surprise for 
some moments. Although I was, of course, 
perfectly aware of the fascination which 
the supernatural had always had for him— 
and indeed for both of us—I could not 
but feel the utmost amazement at this 
remarkable and unexpected declaration. 
For the time being I quite forgot that the 
duties of my married life, and the con¬ 
tinuous care of an ever-increasing circle 
of patients, had caused me to bestow but 
irregular and fugitive thoughts during the 
past five years upon a subject which, pro¬ 
bably, had been present and predominant 
in his mind the whole period. It was, 
therefore, with a curiosity not altogether 
unmixed with a certain vague alarm, that 
I said: 

“ In the power of a spirit mightier than 
yourself! What in the name of common 
sense am I to understand by that ? ” 

“ Simply this,” replied Graham with 
outward composure, though I could see, 
from the nervous way in which his under¬ 
jaw was working, that he was deeply 
moved, “ I am in the clutches of a devil,' 
who holds me at his mercy—a fiend that 
I made the fatal mistake of imagining was 
under perfect and absolute control. Alas ! 
for my headstrong foolishness. He is now 
my undisputed master, and I am the most 
abject of his slaves.” 

I felt too much bewildered by what I 
had just heard to return any fitting or co¬ 
herent answer. Had any other man but 
Graham openly stated such a thing to me 
I should have had not the slightest hesi¬ 
tation in regarding it as the hallucination 
of a diseased brain. But Graham was the 
last individual in the world whom I should 
have suspected of suffering from any dis¬ 
order of the mind. That keen intellect 
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and cool, discriminating judgment had 
always been objects of my special admira¬ 
tion, and it was impossible for me to 
suppose that they had been suddenly . 
overthrown, and that I was now in the 
company of a madman. I was still pon¬ 
dering what reply was best suited to the 
occasion when Graham saved me any 
further trouble on that score by saying 
quietly: 

“ Would you like to hear the tale ? It 
is principally to tell you that I am here 
this evening.” 

I eagerly signified my assent, and after 
a slight pause, during which he seemed to 
be revolving the most appropriate lan¬ 
guage in which to couch his narrative, he 
turned his eyes with a mournful gaze 
upon my face, and began in a subdued 
voice. 

VII. Graham Tells a Strange 
Story. 

u You must know, then,” he said—and 
I remarked that his voice, although low, 
was firm and resolute, as if he had pur¬ 
posely braced himself up for the telling of 
his story—“ that the deep impression left 
upon my mind by the extraordinary epi¬ 
sode in which the Prince di Ricordo 
played so prominent a part—an episode 
which, fortunately, resulted so happily for 
you—instead of diminishing, unmistakably 
increased in intensity with the lapse of 
time. Do what I would, I found myself 
totally unable to banish, even for a single 
day, the recollection of that mysterious 
man, and those wonderful twin stones, of 
whose virtues we knew next to nothing, 
but the potency of which we had seen 
manifested in so striking a manner. The 
more I revolved the matter the more con¬ 
vinced did I become that the source of 
the Prince’s marvellous power was not to 
be sought in any legitimate direction. 
From this conclusion I was speedily 
forced to another, namely, that if he drew 
his power from the unseen world, it must 
unquestionably be of malefic, and possibly 
even of direct Satanic origin. This was a 
gruesome and uncomfortable enough 
thought in all conscience; yet I could not 
persuade myself that it rested on nothing 
more substantial than mere assumption. 
In fact, to my mind its probability waxed 
greater and greater day by day until at 
last it admitted of no uncertainty what¬ 
ever. I need not tell you what interest I 
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have always taken in everything apper¬ 
taining to occultism—an interest which, I 
think I am justified in saying, until your 
, marriage, we shared in common.” 

“ And do now, for the matter of that,” I 
interrupted at this point. “ My interest 
in the subject has never waned, though 
my opportunities for study recently have 
been exceedingly small." 

“ Of course I can quite understand how 
much more profitably your time is occu¬ 
pied nowadays,” returned Graham, with 
a faint smile; “ and, indeed, my own 
experience is not such as should en¬ 
courage any man in the attempt to raise 
the veil which wisely separates us from 
the invisible world.” 

“ Then what in the name of goodness 
induced you to do so ? ” I somewhat in¬ 
considerately blurted out. “ Why did 
you not confine your researches as hereto¬ 
fore to the purely scientific 
aspect of the question, which 
could not possibly have had 
any evil effect ? ” 

Graham shrugged 
his shoulders in a 
melancholy fashion. 

“ Man is not 
always master 
of his ways,” 
he replied 
gravely; “nei¬ 
ther can he 
invariably 
foretell the 
consequences 
of his acts. 

But first of all, 
listen to what 
I have to say, 
and you shall 
then judge for 
yourself.” 


Thus rebuked, I held my peace, nor did 
I once further interrupt my friend until 
the conclusion of his narrative. 

“ As I have said,” continued Graham, 
after a slight pause, “ the impression 
made upon me by the events immediately 
preceding your marriage was of a deep 
and permanent character. Of course, 
with mesmerism, in its various branches 
and aspects, I was well acquainted, it 
having been comprised in the range of 
my occult studies. But the entire sur¬ 
roundings of this affair were so exceed¬ 
ingly uncommon, and so utterly distinct 
from anything which I had hitherto come 
across, that the very remembrance of it 
held me perfectly fascinated. Hypnotic 
suggestion, it is true, was sufficient to 
explain, in some measure, that prolonged 
and awful trance, but the mystery of the 
stones remained, and, more insoluble still, 
the mystery of the man 
sS himself. In short, this 

^7 il j subject, like the poor. 

| Ji S || , | was ever with me,and 

my curiosity to learn 
the real secret of the 
Prince’s power rose 
daily higher and h igher 
within me until finally 
it reached fever point. 

“ It was in this frame 
of mind that I stopped 
by chance, one morn¬ 
ing, at a bookseller’s 
stall, and ran my eye 
mechanically over the 
contents. A small 
volume, in French, on 
mesmerism caught my 
attention, and drawing 
it from its place, I be¬ 
gan glancing through 
the contents. It was 
not a very remarkable 
work, and, so far as a 
cursory examination 
went, did not seem 
likely to add much to 
my store of informa¬ 
tion on the subject. 
However, as the price 
was small, I resolved 
to purchase it; and I 
was fumbling in my 
pocket for the neces¬ 
sary sum, when a little 
old man, with a long, 
grey beard, who had 
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been standing at my side examining some 
other books, suddenly turned round to me, 
and said: 

“‘You are interested in mesmerism, 
perhaps? It is a curious science, and 
one to which I have myself devoted a 
considerable amount of time and atten¬ 
tion, but I do not think you will find 
that book of much service to you.’ 

44 On being thus unexpectedly addressed, 
I turned round on my part, and took a 
good look at the stranger who had just 
spoken. He was a man whose age might 
have been put down at anything between 
sixty and ninety, but probably the mean 
would not have been far from correct. He 
was considerably shorter than the usual 
run of mankind, and the lower half of his 
face was completely obliterated by his 
immense beard, which reached nearly to 
his waist. But the most remarkable 
feature about him was his eyes, the 
piercing brilliancy of which the extreme 
sallowness of his complexion only served 
to enhance. 

“ As a rule, I am not much given to 
reciprocate advances of this sort, neither 
am I in any way partial to entering into 
conversation with casual strangers whom 
I may happen to meet in the streets. But 
somehow this man interested me. For 
one thing, his voice was deliciously soft 
and musical, and voices of that description 
have always had a special charm for me. 
Besides, he spoke like a highly-cultivated 
man, and I could not forbear thinking 
that he could probably tell me more about 
mesmerism in an hour than I should be 
likely to obtain from books by months of 
reading. I did not, therefore, repulse him, 
as I should most certainly have done any 
other person thus unknown to me; but 
slipping my purchase into my pocket, I 
strolled up the street in the company 
of my new acquaintance, chatting mean¬ 
while about Mesmer and the science now 
popularly known by his name. When we 
arrived at the corner, I stopped, and my 
companion did likewise. I was about to 
say 4 Good-day/ when, abruptly contract¬ 
ing his shaggy grey eyebrows until they 
formed an unbroken line, he darted from 
under them a piercing glance, and said : 

“ 1 Dr. Graham, I have in my possession 
an exceedingly rare book, which contains 
an exhaustive analysis of the subject we 
have just been discussing. If you would 
like to see it, I shall have much pleasure in 
bringing it round to your rooms to-night.’ 
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44 To say that I was surprised at this 
unanticipated proposition is a mild way 
of stating a fact. That the old man 
should be familiar with my name and ad¬ 
dress astonished me at first a great deal 
more than it need have done, for, as I 
remembered during my subsequent walk 
homewards, at that particular time the 
town was literally gay with my photo¬ 
graphs, in consequence of a series of lec¬ 
tures upon the indestructibility of matter, 
which I was then engaged in delivering. 
Still, the proposal was so strange and un¬ 
usual, coming, as it did, from a person 
whom, until ten minutes ago, I had never 
before seen in my life, that I could not 
altogether suppress a slight look of won¬ 
der, which my companion was not slow in 
perceiving. 

“ ‘You will excuse me, doctor,' he said 
mildly, 4 if I have, in your estimation, over¬ 
stepped, in any way, the lines of fashion¬ 
able custom which are supposed to guard 
polite society, but which should surely be 
regarded with indifference by men of 
science and seekers after truth. My 
offer was made in all good faith, but if 
you do not care to accept it, you have 
but to say so, and the matter is at an 
end.’ 

44 1 took another good look at this very 
unconventional personage, without, how¬ 
ever, adding much to my stock of wisdom 
by so doing. As you know, I am by no 
means over fond of strangers, while any 
disturbance of my evenings I have always 
regarded with especial dislike. But there 
was something about this old man which 
was so earnest and impressive that, after 
a moment’s reflection, I decided to throw 
all other considerations to the winds, and 
gave a hesitating consent. 

“ Eight o’clock was the hour fixed for 
the visit of the stranger whose acquaint¬ 
ance I had made in so singular a manner. 
Whatever his shortcomings might be, the 
vice of unpunctuality was certainly not 
to be numbered among them. The first 
stroke of the hour had scarcely sounded 
when I heard a quick, firm step ascending 
the stairs, and the last reverberation had 
barely died away when the door was 
opened, and my friend of the morning 
stood before me. Somehow in the mellow 
glow of the lamp he appeared a much 
more distinguished-looking person than 
he did out in the street under the sickly 
light of the winter sun. He carried under 
his arm a leather-bound volume which 
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was apparently of some antiquity, and 
which he was careful to deposit safely 
upon the table ere he spoke a single word. 
After the interchange of those civilities 
which custom demanded, I invited him to 
be seated by the fire, having first offered 
him some refreshments, which, however, 
he positively declined. I drew another 
chair up to the fire, and waited for him to 
begin the conversation, for, to tell the 
truth, this strange visit embarrassed me 
not a little. He did not keep me waiting 
long, but taking the book from the table, 
he passed it on to me, saying as he did so, 

“‘I believe, doctor, that in this volume 
ou will find set down everything worth 
nowing that has yet been discovered in 
connection with what is popularly, though 
incorrectly, known as mesmerism; for I 
need hardly tell you,’ he added with a 
smile, ‘that this science was well known 
and largely made use of thousands of 
years before the birth of the man from 
whom it takes its latter-day name.’ 

“I took the volume which he held out 
to me with a growing sense of curiosity 
that was in nowise lessened by the words 
to which I had just listened; and I felt 
now more than ever convinced that my 
surmise of the morning was perfectly ac¬ 
curate, and that I had before me a man 
who was, without doubt, a past-master in 
this, and, it might well be, even deeper 
and more perilous arts. The book was 
unquestionably a very remarkable one. 
Bound in some curious sort of leather, it 
had embossed upon its covers various 
strange and unfamiliar symbols, and it 
was fastened together by two massive 
steel clasps which, although they must 
have been of considerable age, were as 
fresh and glittering as the day on which 
they had felt the last tap of the artificer’s 
hammer. Indeed, the brightness of those 
clasps and the freshness of the leather 
might well have belonged to quite a 
modern epoch, yet there was a subtle and 
nameless something about the volume that 
unmistakably proclaimed its old time 
origin. But when I opened it, I found 
ampler cause for astonishment. The 
parchment leaves were fresh and firm, but 
the ink employed in the writing had faded 
away to a pale and with difficulty de¬ 
cipherable yellow. This, combined with 
the fact that the language employed was 
Latin—not' the Latin of our schoolboy 
days, but a curious tongue, full of quaint 
phrases and obscurely-turned sentences— 


made its perusal anything but easy. 1 
turned to the stranger with a surprise I 
was unable to conceal, and said, 

“‘This is truly a most uncommon work, 
and its amazing incongruity seems well 
nigh inexplicable. One might almost im¬ 
agine from its freshness that it had but 
yesterday left the binder’s hands, did not 
the faded ink tell quite another story.’ 

“‘Yes,’ returned my visitor quietly, 



‘ taking it altogether, it may be said to be 
fairly well preserved for a volume con¬ 
siderably over two thousand years of 
age.’ 

“‘What!’ I exclaimed, uncertain if I 
had heard aright. ‘ Do I understand you 
to say this book is over two thousand 
years old ? It seems incredible.' 

“ ‘ It is even so,' he replied mildly, and 
then relapsed into his former silence. As 
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he manifested no inclination to add to 
what he had already said, 1 resumed my 
examination of the book with a quickened 
interest. It certainly must have been 
one of the most wonderful works ever 
produced, for though it was explicitly de¬ 
clared to be over twenty centuries old, it 
not only contained a full exposition of the 
science with which it dealt, but it also 
actually anticipated all the later dis¬ 
coveries of Mesmer, and, indeed, went 
even considerably beyond them. Un¬ 
doubtedly, it was a marvellous production, 
and as I turned leaf after leaf, I became 
oblivious of the flight of time, and of the 
strange presence sitting opposite me in 
patient silence. 

“ When I recalled myself, with a sudden 
effort, from the clouds, a glance at the 
clock told my astonished eyes that I had 
passed upwards of two hours in this way, 
though, had I relied on my other senses, 
I should have declared that the time so 
spent had not exceeded a quarter of an 
hour. I hastened to apologise for my un¬ 
intentional rudeness, when the owner of 
the book which had so strangely fasci¬ 
nated me stopped me with a gesture of 
courteous deprecation. 

‘“I am by no means surprised,’ he said 
in his rich, musical voice, ‘ at the interest 
you have evinced this evening, and indeed 
I should have been disappointed had such 
not been the case. It affords me much 
gratification to think that I should have 
been the means of thus enabling you to 
obtain a fuller insight into the mysteries 
of this branch of magnetism. I have 
some still rarer volumes at my house 
which might interest you still more, if you 
would deign to honour my humble abode 
with a visit.’ 

“ I was so completely charmed with the 
book, and so impressed with the unob¬ 
trusive yet by no means undignified be¬ 
haviour of its fortunate possessor, that I 
lent a willing ear to this proposition, and 
it was finally arranged that I should call 
upon him the following Tuesday at the 
same hour as had been fixed for his visit 
to me. Refusing steadfastly all my press¬ 
ing offers of hospitality, save that of a 
glass of water, he shortly after took his 
departure, leaving with me, to my great 
joy, his rare and wonderful book. 

“During the intervening days, I spent 
much time in still further making myself 
acquainted with its contents, and the 
more I did so the more astonished did I 


become at the wide comprehensiveness of 
its scope, the completeness of its detail, 
and the unerring accuracy and positive¬ 
ness of its propositions. Surely the man 
who wrote it must have been a great man 
among his people, and indeed among the 
peoples of the world, to have possessed 
such a marvellous knowledge of a subject 
which, two thousand years after his exist¬ 
ence, still baffled and perplexed the most 
learned men of the time. When not en¬ 
gaged in these reflections, I found myself 
wondering at the strange chance which 
had brought me into unexpected contact 
with the owner of such a book, and I 
waited with no small amount of curiosity 
and impatience for the arrival of the day 
when I was again to see this remarkable 
man and his even still more remarkable 
books." 


VIII. In the House of the Jew. 

“ It was a wild and stormy evening, 
that ever memorable Tuesday upon which 
I paid my first visit to the house of the 
newest of my acquaintances. It was 
situated in the far outskirts of the town, 
and the journey to it, undertaken in the 
teeth of a biting, boisterous east wind 
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which drove before it, with blinding fero¬ 
city, dense clouds of pulverised frozen 
snow, was scarcely one upon which I 
should have ventured, had it not been for 
the overpowering curiosity to know more 
of this strange man which was predomi¬ 
nant over all other feelings in my breast. 
When, after considerable difficulty, I 
arrived at my destination, I found myself 
outside a large brick edifice, the only 
claim of which to distinction was its ex¬ 
ceeding ugliness. I rang the bell, and 
was admitted by a servant whose dusky 
skin and flowing dress betokened plainly 
his Eastern origin. The hall, dimly lighted, 
was bare and cheerless, but not more so 
than the desolate room into which I was 
ushered while the man departed to an¬ 
nounce my arrival. In a few moments 
he returned, saying that the Master 
awaited me, and requesting me to follow 
him, he led the way down a long and 
dreary passage until our further progress 
was finally barred by a thick and heavy 
curtain. Lifting this aside with one hand, 
he motioned me to enter, and I stepped 
forward through the opening, to find my¬ 
self the next moment standing bewildered 
in a scene of the richest and most lavish 
Oriental splendour, the magnificence of 
which was only enhanced by the remem¬ 
brance of the contrast which prevailed 
without. Here the floor was covered 
with luxurious and multi-coloured rugs, 
into which the foot sank softly without 
the slightest sound, while the walls were 
covered with costly silken embroideries, 
heavily worked with gold. Around the 
room were scattered small exquisitely- 
fashioned tables, cunningly inlaid with 
priceless woods, many of them support¬ 
ing elaborately-chased vessels of various 
quaint and fanciful designs; and dotted 
here and there over the apartment, stood 
tall, slender, metal tripods, wrought with 
a skill immeasurably beyond the powers 
of our debased Western workmen. But 
most curious of all was the lamp sus¬ 
pended by a threefold silver chain from 
the ceiling. It was apparently of pure 
crystal, with neither oil nor wick, nor any 
other visible means of producing light, 
yet it glowed with a soft and steady bril¬ 
liancy which penetrated every corner of 
the room, and cast an ethereal effulgence 
over the scene such as I cannot even 
attempt to describe. There were no 
chairs, but their place was appropriately 
taken by magnificent ottomans, richly 


upholstered in costly silks, and each in 
the very highest style of Oriental art. 

“ In the midst of all these splendid 
surroundings, stood the man by whose in¬ 
vitation I was there that night—he to 
whom the Eastern servant had referred 
as “ the Master ”—waiting to receive me. 
But what a marvellous alteration had 
taken place in his appearance! The 
quasi-shabby, conventional clothes of the 
nineteenth century were gone, and a long, 
flowing purple robe, reaching down to his 
feet, substituted in their stead, whilst on 
his head he wore a turban of finest linen, 
in the folds of which there sparkled and 
gleamed a stone which fairly rivalled in 
the magnificence of its appearance the 
one which was the means of giving you 
your wife. But the most surprising thing 
of all was the alteration in the man him¬ 
self. No longer like an insignificant col¬ 
lector of scarce and antique literature, he 
stood erect, his long grey beard reaching 
down to his girdle, his keen, intelligent 
eyes alert and flashing, his whole form 
alive with conscious dignity and power— 
a very prince among the children of men. 

“ For some moments surprise com¬ 
pletely deprived me of the faculty of 
coherent speech, and I replied at random 
to the courteous though commonplace 
observations made by my host while coffee 
and sherbet were being handed round by 
the servant. But no sooner had the man 
withdrawn than my host’s demeanour 
underwent a remarkable change. Aban¬ 
doning the light and easy tone which up 
to this point he had employed, he turned 
his large grey eyes upon me with the same 
peculiar contraction of the shaggy brows 
which I had before observed, and said 
gravely, 

“‘Dr. Graham, you may imagine that 
I should not have put you to the trouble 
of coming here this evening had I not 
desired to talk with you upon matters in 
which I believe we both take a deep and 
abiding interest.’ 

“ What was it, I wondered to myself, 
that made that face seem so suddenly 
familiar to me ? Surely I had seen it or 
its double somewhere before, yet, for the 
life of me, I could not in the slightest 
degree recall when, or where, or how! I 
passed my hand painfully over my brow 
in the effort to force my recollection, but 
it was useless. The thing had gone from 
me. My memory refused to act. It was 
lost. 
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“Still keeping his eyes fixed upon me 
with the same penetrating gaze, my com¬ 
panion surprised me still further by 
saying, 

“ 1 You are endeavouring to recall when, 
and where, and under what circumstances 
you imagine you have previously seen my 
face. I will at once relieve your mind on 
that point. Upon this countenance you 
have never set eyes before that morning 
of last week when we met for the first 
time outside the bookseller’s shop. But I 
had a brother, and that brother, while in 
the flesh, you have met. Do you remember 
a certain nameless stranger who died in 
the hospital in which you completed your 
medical studies, and who was known to 
you and others simply as Number 23 ?’ 

“ I started back as though I had been 
shot. ‘ Great heavens! ’ I exclaimed, 
‘ do you mean to tell me that you are the 
brother of that mystic Jew by whose 
dying bedside I stood with my friend 
Wiseman ? ’ 

“ ‘ Even so,’ re¬ 
plied my com¬ 
panion with a 
faint sigh. ‘That 
was my eldest 
brother, whom I 
loved more dear¬ 
ly than my own 
soul.’ 

‘“How strange!’ 

I cried, impul¬ 
sively. ‘How 
marvellous that 
we should thus 
come together 
after so many 
years! But,’ I 
enquired, after a 
slight pause, dur¬ 
ing which my 
wonderment had 
time to become 
tinged with a 
faint touch of 
suspicion, ‘in 
what way did 
you become 
aware that I was 
in the hospital 
in which your 
brother died ? ’ 

“My c o m- 
panion gave a 
somewhat dis¬ 
dainful smile. 


‘“That were indeed an easy thing to 
discover,’ he replied. ‘ A reference to 
the official records would have enabled 
anyone without difficulty to acquaint him¬ 
self with that fact, my knowledge of which 
appears to cause you such surprise. I 
would that all the problems with which I 
have been confronted during my life had 
been as easy of solution.’ 

“ I felt abashed at this implied rebuke, 
but my companion, without taking any 
notice of my confusion, continued in the 
same grave and measured tones: 

“‘When my brother was admitted to 
that institution he had, to my positive 
belief, a certain valuable stone in his 
possession. It was to enquire whether 
you could give me any information as' to 
its ultimate fate that I have taken the 
liberty of asking you here this evening.’ 

“ I naturally hesitated before returning 
an answer to a question of this character, 
having regard to the other interests be¬ 
sides my own in¬ 
volved in the 
reply. My com¬ 
panion perceived 
my reluctance, 
and looking at 
me as though he 
would read the 
innermost reces¬ 
ses of my soul, 
he said, 

“ ‘Let not my 
question discom¬ 
pose you, but let 
me urge you to 
tell me frankly 
all you know of 
this matter, for I 
swear to you by 
the great God of 
Abraham that it 
shall be to your 
great and last¬ 
ing welfare to do 
so. And let me 
tell you further 
that, had I been 
so minded, I 
could well and 
easily, by virtue 
of the powers 
which I possess, 
have obtained 
from you the in¬ 
formation I soli¬ 
cit, even against 
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your will, but it is my wish that you should 
freely and without compulsion tell me all 
you know.’ 

“ Thus adjured, and convinced, more¬ 
over, that the Jew’s brother meditated 
nothing of an evil or designing nature— 
and also, for aught I can say, impelled 
thereto by the steady, soul-searching gaze 
of those calm grey eyes—I told him forth¬ 
with the whole of the strange story in 
which you, and the Prince di Ricordo, 
and the dead man's stone, had played so 
momentous and extraordinary a part. He 
listened with a profound and melancholy 
attention to my tale, nor did he interrupt 
me with any question until I had finished. 
For some moments he remained as though 
buried in a profound reverie, and then 
raising his head, he said, 

“ ‘ Much of this I already knew, and of 
the remainder I surmised the greater por¬ 
tion. Nevertheless I thank you for jour 
candour, which, be assured, is fully ap¬ 
preciated, and which shall not go unre¬ 
warded. ’ 

“ I protested that I wished for no re¬ 
ward; and, after a time, summoned up 
sufficient courage to enquire what he in¬ 
tended doing. 

“ 1 What do I intend to do ? ’ he re¬ 


peated slowly and thoughtfully: then, 
with a sudden flare of passion, the more 
appalling that it was so totally unex¬ 
pected, he cried vehemently: ‘ I will tell 
you what I will do. I will seek out this 
being who calls himself the Prince di 
Ricordo wherever he may be, and neither 
earth, nor water, nor air shall shelter 
him from me, and when I have found him 
I will tear from his accursed clutch this 
stone which, in his hands, can work no¬ 
thing but a heritage of woe to the world. 
Yes,’ he continued, stretching out his 
arms as though invoking some unseen 
presence, ‘ I will see whether his false 
spirit can successfully contend with me, 
though never in my life have I entered 
into a contest fraught with such immense 
and terrific peril. But, praise to the 
Highest, great is truth, and beyond all 
doubt it shall ultimately prevail.’ 

“ There was something so imposing in 
the appearance of my companion as he 
stood there with uplilted arms and flash¬ 
ing eyes, that I felt a kind of awe steal in 
upon me as I gazed. His whole being 



“ SALAAMING PROFOUNDLY, THE DUSKY SERVITOR 




THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 189 


seemed invested with a further dignity, 
and even his stature appeared to increase, 
as he thus delivered himself in burning 
words against the man who had done 
this thing. I remained 
as if stricken dumb, 
and in very truth there 
was that in the situa¬ 
tion in which I found 
myself which was well 
calculated to supply 
the most thoughtless 
with food for uneasy 
reflection. But, as if 
aware of what was 
passing in my mind, 
after the lapse of a 
few moments, he turn¬ 
ed again to me, and 
said softly, 

“ ‘ Dr. Graham, your 
conduct throughout 
has been that which I 
might have expected 
from an honourable 
man like yourself. 

Would you like me 
now to show you some- 
. thing in return? ’ 

“ I silently signified 
my assent, and rising, 
my host smote sharply 
a small silver gong 
which stood by his 
side. In a minute the 
form of the Oriental 
servant appeared from 
behind the curtain in 
the entrance, standing 
respectfully with fold¬ 
ed arms, awaiting his 
master’s commands. 

“‘Sadoc,’ said the 
latter, ‘ come hither, 
and place before me 
the crystal which I obtained from Coth¬ 
rob, King of the Nether World.’ 

“The servant bowed low and retired. 
In a short space of time he returned, 
bearing in his hand a large crystal ball 
which he placed on a golden tripod that 
he had previously set in front of us. 

“ 1 That will do, Sadoc,’ said his master, 
waving hjs hand with a gesture of dis¬ 
missal ; ‘ you may go.’ And again salaam¬ 
ing profoundly, the dusky servitor with¬ 
drew. 

“ Spreading his hands over the crystal, 
my host passed them to and fro thrice, at 


the same time moving his lips, although 
no audible words issued therefrom. Then, 
sinking back again upon his ottoman, he 
bade me look and tell him what I saw. 

“ I advanced and gazed long and ear¬ 
nestly at the crystal ball before me. For 
some time I saw nothing save the reflec¬ 
tion of my own face: then gradually a 
series of agitated waves seemed to spring 
up in the centre, passing rapidly from 
side to side with a disturbed, irregular 
motion. But I perceived nothing more, 
though once I fancied I detected the dim 
outline of two figures, standing with 
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threatening looks before a roughly-hewn 
altar of stone. Fearing, however, that 
this might be nothing more than the out¬ 
come of my imagination, I remained silent, 
and forbore to tell of what I thought I 
saw. While I continued gazing with 
straining eyes upon the crystal sphere 
before me, in the hope of seeing some¬ 
thing more definite and tangible, it sud¬ 
denly assumed a dense, opaque, milky 
appearance which effectually shut out 
from my vision any sight which it might 
have possibly contained. 

“ I hastened to communicate this fact 
to my companion, who received it with 
obvious annoyance and a further contrac¬ 
tion of his shaggy brows. 

“‘The hour is not propitious, I fear,' 
he said vexedly ; ‘or else there is a power 
working against me of which I am at 
present ignorant. However, we will try 
another experiment, and see if Fate will 
be more kindly disposed towards us this 
time.’ 

“ With these words, he arose, and plac¬ 
ing upon another tripod a small brass 
chafing dish, he sprinkled thereon a quan¬ 
tity of greenish-looking powder which he 
took from a packet he had drawn from the 
folds of his flowing robe. Over this he 
likewise stretched out his hands, moving 
them to and fro thrice, as he had done in 
the case of the crystal, while at the same 
time his lips moved silently as before. 

“ Suddenly a bright emerald flame dart¬ 
ed up to the ceiling, burning with a fierce 
brilliancy for a few seconds and then sub¬ 
siding as rapidly as it rose, leaving in its 
place a thick, heavy vapour that gradually 
spread completely over one side of the 
room like a curtain. Once more my com¬ 
panion advanced, this time with arms out¬ 
stretched to their fullest capacity, while 
the movements of his lips were redoubled 
in intensity. After an interval the curtain 
of smoke slowly parted, and we beheld 
obscurely two figures confronting each 
other with menacing gestures before an 
altar composed of heaped-up stones—a 
repetition, in short, of what I had fancied 
I had dimly perceived in the crystal. But 
the picture was blurred and indistinct, 
and, even as we gazed, began to fade away 
into nothingness. Then the heavy smoke 
curtain rolled slowly back again, and we 
saw no more. 

“ I turned with a look of inquiry to the 
Master who stood by my side, and I 
was surprised to see that he had become 


as pale as death itself. He was evidently 
under the influence of some deep and 
strong emotion, which for the time com¬ 
pletely absorbed every faculty of his being. 
When he had recovered sufficient control 
of himself to enable him to speak, his 
voice was low and anxious. 

“ * There is, I fear,* he said, with a 
troubled expression on his face, ‘ some 
greater and more powerful force at work 
against me than up to the present I had 
any conception o£ It is imperative that 
I should proceed at once to ascertain the 
exact nature and extent of this force which * 
has twice thwarted me in the exercise of 
my power, and I am afraid I shall have 
to ask you to excuse me if I bring this 
interview to an abrupt termination.’ 

“ But I had no intention of being thus 
put off. ‘ What do you propose doing 
next ? ’ I inquired with a curiosity which 
completely overmastered any sense of 
fear. 

“ He gazed at me fixedly before reply¬ 
ing, and then said: ‘ What 1 propose to 
do is that which you are not strong 
enough to witness. I must summon and 
hold consultation with one of the mighty 
spirits from the invisible world.' 

“ Strangely enough these solemn and 
significant words failed to in any way 
appal me. Indeed, their only effect was to 
heighten my curiosity beyond all measure, 
and I resolved in my foolish strength that 
I would at all costs be present at this 
dread invocation, were such a thing 
possible of achievement. 

“ I intimated my wish to my companion, 
but he only shook his head in reply. 
Emboldened by this lack of strenuous 
opposition on his part, I preferred my 
request again in still more daring lan¬ 
guage, protesting, at the same time, my 
strength and fitness for any such ordeal. 
He heard me in silence throughout, and 
remained for some time after I had 
finished speaking buried in profoundest 
thought. At length, raising his head, 
which he had allowed to sink gently upon 
his bosom, he again fixed upon me that 
keen, penetrating look before which I pre¬ 
viously had to droop my eyes, and after a 
further pause, said gently : 

“ 4 My son, you know not what you ask. 
This thing is given but to few to under¬ 
stand, and can only be witnessed in fear 
and trembling by those of the strongest 
and most invincible courage. Have you 
the strength to await in calmness the 


ir 
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awful appearance of one of the great 
spirits of the air ? ’ 

“‘I have, my father,’ I replied, insen¬ 
sibly accepting the position in which he 
had placed me by 
his address. ‘With 
you at my side to 
protect me, I should 
fear absolutely no¬ 
thing.' 

“ Again he looked 
at me sharply with 
those soul-dividing 
eyes. 1 Even so be 
it,’ he answered slowly 
at last, folding his 
arms upon his breast, 
and inclining his 
head as he spoke; 

‘ you are more worthy 
than any other I 
inow to witness this 


awful sight. Yes,’ he continued, with 
another inclination of the head, ‘ it shall 
be even as you have said.’ 

“ ‘ And when shall all this take place, my 
father ? ’ I inquired, 
with a curious flutter¬ 
ing at my heart. 

“ ‘ Even now, my 
son,’ was the calm 
response ‘I have 
already delayed too 
long. I am threat¬ 
ened by foes of whose 
movements and in¬ 
tentions I am in total 
ignorance, and every 
moment increases the 
peril in which I stand. 
There is no time to 
be lost. The period 
of delay is irrevocably 
past.’ ” 



(TO BE CONTINUED.) 



HOU art more foolhardy than 
ever, Edric. Art not content 
with Saxehild, that thou must 
needs run after a mist woman ? ” 

“ Mist woman ! Who talks of mist 
women ? ” and the ruddy face of Edric 
flushed with ready anger. “What fool 
has poured out his tongue into thy open 
ears ? ” and the speaker kicked at the 
glowing logs, scowling angrily. 

“ Ha! so it touches home ; and the 
fond lover must needs seek a new and 
more mysterious betrothed.” 

Edric leapt to his feet, and gazed at the 
recumbent figure with wrathful eyes. 

“ What mean ye ? with your talk of 
mist women and my Saxehild; out with 

it, or by all I hold most sacred I will-” 

and his hand clapped the axe at his side. 

“ Softly, softly, lad,” and the huge Earl 
rose and shook himself like a polar bear. 
“ I but joked at thee, Edric ; but listen, 
lad,” and the mighty hand of Friedmund 
was pressed on the youth’s shoulder : 

“ This Viking's ship which haunts our 
coasts, and which you sail with others to¬ 
night to encounter, is best approached 
with caution and fear. They are all fool¬ 


ish lads who go ; and thou, the most 
foolish of all, with thy Saxehild left behind. 
Hast heard the stories told of this Viking's 
ship ? Thy blood would run thick in thy 
veins wert thou to hear them all. ’Tis no 
true Viking’s ship, they say, but a false 
phantom, leading others to destruction ; 
and, lad ’’ — the speaker’s voice sank to a 
whisper—“’tis no Viking that w^alks its 
deck; ’tis a false, vile mist woman, and 
such as thou are ever welcome to her 
vessel. Beware, lad, or, better still, stay 
with Saxehild.” 

“ And be called white-livered for my 
pains—never ! ” and a fiery glow burnt in 
the eyes of Edric. “ To the winds with 
your old women’s tales of false fiends and 
witchwomen ; ’tis a true Viking we sail 
against this night, and a vessel ot good, 
honest wood—no phantom boards,” and 
shaking the detaining hand of the Earl 
from off his shoulder, Edric stalked from 
the room. 

As his footsteps died away, the door 
swung softly back, and into the huge hall 
there stole a quiet figure. Hastily glanc¬ 
ing around for someone who was absent, 
the new comer moved quickly towards 
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the only occupant, and throwing herself— 
for it was a woman—before the blazing 
logs, she rested her face, its chin in her 
little hands, upon the knee of Friedmund, 
and gazing earnestly up into his face, said 
hoarsely, “Where is he? Tell me, my 
uncle, has he already gone ? ” 

“ No, no, sweet one, he will wish thee 
good-night before he sail,’’ and the horny 
hand stroked back the girl’s golden locks 

“Cannot you stop him, Friedmund? 
Cannot the others sail without him ? ” 

“ No, no ; the lad is but young and 
fiery, and he will come back safely, Saxe- 
hild, never fear.” But the girl shook her 
head sorrowfully, and started to her feet 
as there came a sound on the threshold. 

It was Edric who entered, the night 
wind fresh on his cheeks, his hair blown 
back and wet with salt spray. Heedless 
of Friedmund’s presence, he clasped Saxe- 
hild to his arms, and as he kissed her 
passionately said : 

“Good-night, little one; look not so 
sorrowful; heed not the old women's 
tales of thine uncle; ’tis no mist woman 
I go after ; the only woman for me I hold 
to my heart,” and again kissing her, he 
bade her farewell. 

Scarcely had he left the dining-hall ere 
Saxehild, throwing around her a soft grey 
mantle, stole quietly out into the night, 
and, making rapidly towards the sea-shore, 
watched with eager, untiring eyes the 
departure of the vessel that contained her 
love. 

Months passed away, and though the 


three ships that had sailed 
in pursuit of the mysteri¬ 
ous Viking had calculated 
to return within fourteen 
days, yet no sight or ntu’s 
of any of them had reach¬ 
ed the watchers at home. 

All were anxious and 
down-hearted at the pro¬ 
bable fate of the brave 
lads, but none like Saxe¬ 
hild. Each day beheld her 
whiter and more fragile. 
“ Saxehild the lily ” they 
called her now, “ For 
see,” they said, “she pines 
for the truant Edric.” In 
the heart of the girl there 
was one only thought: 
“ He has gone with the 
mist woman; he will never 
return.” 
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Night after night, while others slept, 
she rose from her bed and, wrapping her 
mantle around her, crept again to the sea¬ 
shore, and sat, quiet and motionless, 
watching the mist gather and disperse 
over the ocean that concealed her love. 

The first time she had sat thus, think¬ 
ing only of Edric, out of the waves there 
had suddenly appeared a shining light, 
scarcely larger than a tiny cloud, that 
flashed to and fro over the moving waters. 
Eagerly she had watched for it, knowing 
no fear, but all to no purpose; with the 
morning’s light it had vanished ; and al¬ 
though each night it came again, nothing 
further happened, and at last she deemed 
it some action of wind or wave, and 
looked no longer at it with wondering 
eyes. 

At last one night, when leaving all at 
the castle sleeping, she stole as usual to 
the shore, the cloud-like vision appeared 
again, but this time it moved in swift 
leaps, resting for a moment on the crest 
of each incoming wave, rapidly towards 
her. 

Motionless she awaited its approach; 
nearer and nearer it came, still cloud-like, 
fiery and mysterious. At last, resting on 
the silvery sand, the cloud gradually took 
shape, the fire left it, and with horror- 
stricken eyes she beheld, lying silent on 
the foam, gently swaying as the waters 
rose and fell, the 
body of her lover— 
death - like, silent 
and still. 

Edric,” she 
cried, and dashing 
into the foam seized 
the body in her 
arms. 

It was no earthly 
form she clasped; 
it faded at her touch, 
and, with a wild 
shriek of dismay, 
she rushed from the 
shore; not before a 
loud, ringing laugh 
had filled her ears, 
thrilling her 
through and 
through. What did 
it mean ? whose was 
that terrible mock¬ 
ing cry ? Was 
Edric in danger— 
or dead f Then be¬ 


fore her rose the thought of the Viking 
ship and its lost pursuers, and the tale 
of the mist woman, in whose cruel 
clutches Edric was said to be, and her 
heart sank. 

Then, again, in her veins rose the fiery 
Norse blood, and she rose towering in her 
fury and cried : 

“ It is Edric I seek ; Edric who calls : 
he shall be found." 

She stayed no longer, but with swift 
feet regained the castle hall; awaiting 
there the awakening of its inmates, she 
sought an audience with Drello, the old 
minstrel, whose fame in magic was known 
and feared far and wide. 

Throwing herself on her knees before 
him, she related to him the doings of the 
night. 

He listened patiently, and slowly nod¬ 
ding his head, said: 

“ Saxehild, your lover's fate rests with 
you. Watch longer again the incoming 
tide, and again acquaint me with the 
vision you behold.” 

She promised readily to comply with 
his wish, and tremblingly awaited the fall 
of night. 

At the rising of the moon she was at her 
watching place ; but the fiery cloud came 
not, and as the night faded and morning 
broke, she drew her dew-wet mantle 
tightly around her and turned to leave 
the shore. 

Suddenly the 
whole sky became 
overcast, theair was 
filled with clouds, 
the wind howled 
with fury as it swept 
around the white 
cliffs, thunder filled 
the air, and, with 
each terrible crash, 
flashes of dazzling 
lightning shot a- 
cross the sea. White 
with fear, Saxehild 
paus ed—fasci n ated, 
she knew not why. 
Gazing steadily out 
to sea, her eyes 
fixed on space, she 
stood motionless. 

There burst upon 
her ears one peal of 
thunder, mere ter¬ 
rible and prolonged 
than any that had 






A VISIONARY VIKING. 203 


gone before, and as the last roll died away 
—right out to sea, on the distant horizon, 
she beheld, with startled eyes, the phan¬ 
tom ship—the ship of the Viking, the 
entrapper of Edric, her love—lit up by 
flash after flash of lightning that played 
around it, and seemed to lick its sails 
with hungry tongues of fire. 

Then again came that loud, cruel laugh, 
and before Saxehild could prepare for 
flight, a white mist rose on every side, a 
mist that no sea ever gave forth, two firm, 
entwining arms were thrown around her, 
and she was drawn away from castle and 
shore to the deck of the Viking’s ship. 
The snake-like arms loosened their hold, 
the hot breath that had fanned her cheeks 
died away, and Saxehild, opening her 
eyes, confronted no Viking, wet with salt 
spray and ruddy with the ocean’s tan, but 
a figure wrapped in garments as the sea 
foam, with hair that shone like the glis¬ 
tening sea-weed and with a face perfect 
in its beauty, but nevertheless terrible to 
look upon. In a moment she realised the 
truth—she was in the power of a mist 
woman, and the story of the Viking was 
false; she, the lovely siren, had stolen 
Edric’s love and now had her rival in her 
power. 

The girl looked eagerly around; help 
there was none; the whole deck was de¬ 
serted ; before her stood the woman, glori¬ 
ous in her fearful triumph; around her, 
the deck spread away into transparency, 
all was unreal, deathlike, and silent as 
the grave. 

With quivering lips, Saxehild framed 
her question. 

“Who art thou? Why am I here?” 

W 7 ith upraised, pointing finger the 
woman, wrapped in her sea-loam mantle, 
uttered a low laugh. 

“ Thou art in my power, fair one, never 
to depart. Would’st see thy true love, 
Edric ? thy true love ! ” She gave a 
sardonic chuckle. “Ha! the beauty of 
the mist woman has quenched his love 
for the pale lily.’’ 

“ Where is he ?—and his companions ?” 
How her lips trembled as she spoke. 

“His companions?—dead—drowned— 
sleeping beneath the waves—the sport of 
the maidens of the deep.” 

“ But he, Edric ?” 

“ Come—behold how soon thou art 
forgotten.” 

The woman sprang forward ; Saxehild 
shrank away to avoid her grasp, but 



escape she could not: again those cling¬ 
ing arms surrounded her, the hot breath 
fanned her cheeks, the cold, clammy 
garments wrapped her in their icy folds, 
the boards of the ship faded beneath her 
feet, the chill waves struck her breast, 
the foam covered her, and, held tight and 
fast in the grasp of the mist woman, sjie 
sank in the cruel waves. 

At length they paused, the silvery sand 
at their feet, gorgeous flowers of the deep 
around them, strange creatures flashing 
to and fro. 

“ Listen! ” said the woman as she 
loosened her grasp. 

Then through the rushing waters came 
a sound that pierced the heart of Saxehild 
like a dart; a cry came faintly to her 
ears: 

“ Nida, come ! ” it cried ; “ Nida ! ” 

“ Edric ! ” Her shrill shriek rent the 
waves, and dashing forward with stum¬ 
bling feet, she fell prostrate beside her 
love. 

How beautiful he looked to the eyes of 
the maiden who had waited so long for 
him ; but yet, how changed. The ruddy 
cheeks were white and thin, and looked 
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hardly less transparent than the salt 
waves that lapped them; the beautiful 
curling hair floated out on the waters like 
a golden mist; he lay languid and pro¬ 
strate—he, the boldest in the chase, the 
first in the field. 

It was terrible to meet him thus, more 
awful, even, than to see him in the arms 
of Nida, the mist woman. 

“ This is your foul work,” she cried, 
turning with fury upon her captor, who 
now knelt beside Edric, holding his tired 
head on her bosom ; “ this is the result of 
your love : your breath is poison, your 
embraces death. My poor, poor love! 
Edric,” she shrieked, as she stretched 
forth her hand, “ speak to me.” 

His half-shut eyes turned on the 
speaker, but there was no light of recogni¬ 
tion in them, and they closed again 
wearily. The heart of Saxehild was torn 
within her, and thrusting aside the arms 
of the mist woman, she wound her own 
around his form. 

“ See, he is dying,” she cried, as his 
head slowly drooped forward. 

“ If he be indeed going to everlasting 
sleep, I have done with him. Leave his 
bones to the fishes; I must find fresh 
Norsemen, and more passionate lovers 
than such as he—weakling,” and the 
woman spurned him with her foot. 

A motion on the waves, a glisten of 
grey-green foam, a vision of a cloud of 
ruddy hair on the waters, and the figure 


of the mist woman had vanished, un¬ 
heeded by the heart-wrung Saxehild, who 
still knelt beside her love, watching, with 
terrified eyes, his faltering breath. 

“ Where is Saxehild ? ” 

It was Friedmund who spoke. 

“ If she is not with her bower-maidens, 
she still watches the sea-shore for Edric,” 
and the speaker turned away. 

All that day she came not; till at even, 
growing anxious, Friedmund, accom¬ 
panied by his house-carles, approached 
the shore. 

At first nothing met their eyes, except 
sea and sky stretching away into* oblivion. 

The tide rolled slowly in as they stood 
watching, and deposited at their feet a 
precious burden. 

“A woman!” they cried; “ it is Saxe¬ 
hild. Look what she holds in her arms.” 

Eagerly they crowded around the pro¬ 
strate figure, lying with one arm outflung 
at their feet; the other clasped another 
silent form—a white, transparent thing, 
unearthly, horrible to behold. 

“ Edric ! ” they said in terrified whis¬ 
pers; “she has found him.” Then, lifting 
the two still, weed-covered figures silently 
in their arms, they carried them away, 
still locked together, free for ever from 
the clutches of the mist woman. 

Thus Saxehild found her love, and 
brought back the only relic from the 
pursuers of the Visionary Viking. 
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IX.— The Descendant of 
Solomon Speaks. 

I HAD listened thus far to 
this extraordinary narra¬ 
tive with the profoundest 
interest and attention; and 
when my friend, who had now 
reached the most exciting part 
of his story, paused for a few 
moments and helped himself, 
with a shaking hand, to some 
brandy, which stood in a de¬ 
canter upon the table, I was 
careful not to interrupt in any 
way, lest I should disturb the 
current of his thoughts, and 
spoil the continuation of the 
tale which had excited my 
curiosity to the highest pitch. 
After gulping down the spirit, 
he still continued silent for a 
while, apparently lost in the 
recollections he had himself 
conjured up. Then, with a 
heavy sigh, he abruptly took 
up the thread once more and 
resumed his strange discourse. 

“Surely never was man more, 
unexpectedly situated than my¬ 
self at this particular juncture. 
In conjunction with a stranger 
whom I had seen but twice 
before, and of whose ante¬ 
cedents I was in almost total 
ignorance, I was about to assist 
at the raising of a powerful 
and unknown being, whose 
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appearance, for aught I 
could tell, might be fraught 
with the gravest peril to us 
both. Yet had the danger 
been ten times greater than 
even my wildest imaginings 
suggested I should have 
still rejoiced that I was at 


last permitted to be present 
at a manifestation of so 
tremendous and terrific a 
character. I had earnestly 
longed for something of 
this sort all my life, and 
now my desire was to be 
suddenly gratified. Alas 1 
for the foolishness of human 
presumption 1 
“ My companion now pro¬ 
ceeded to make some hasty 
calculations on an ivory 
tablet, which he drew from 
his bosom, and as he did 
so his face, already serious 
to the verge of gloom, as¬ 
sumed an additional shade 
of anxious pre-occupation. 

At length he threw down 
the tablet with a gesture 
of supreme dissatisfaction, 
and turned once more to 
me. 

“ ‘ My son,’ he said grave¬ 
ly, ‘neither the time nor the 
place is propitious, and my 
heart misgives me greatly 
as to the result of what I 
am about to do. Let me 
adjure you to withdraw 
while there is yet time. 

Your courage may easily 
fail you, and then I cannot 
be answerable for the con¬ 
sequences. I must proceed 
at all hazards, though the 
stars are fighting against 
me in their courses. To 
falter now were disgraceful 
cowardice. But as for you --’ 

“ ‘ Urge me no more, I pray you,’ I in¬ 
terrupted impatiently, for my soul was on 
fire to see this strange though awful sight. 
‘ My mind is fully made up, and, be the 
consequences what they may, I am pre¬ 
pared to abide by them to the very end. 
Proceed, I beseech you, without concern¬ 
ing yourself further on my account.’ 

•* Notwithstanding the emphatic nature 
of this declaration, he still appeared irreso¬ 


lute. Again he looked at me long and 
keenly with those piercing grey eyts, as 
though questioning my fitness for the 
ordeal. I must have emerged satisfac¬ 
torily from this examination, for the look 
of hesitancy passed suddenly from his 
face, and became replaced by a smile in 
which confidence and pleasure—and, I 
thought, even affection—were curiously 
blended. Motioning me to be seated—for 
we had both been standing all this while 
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—lie addressed me again, and his rich, 
musical voice, tremulous at times in its 
solemn earnestness, fell upon my ears with 
a dread impressiveness which it is impos¬ 
sible I should ever forget this side ol the 
grave. 

“ 1 My son,' he said, speaking very 
slowly and distinctly, ‘ you have now a 
right to know, in part, at least, something 
of the mystery which surrounds my life. 
Listen, then, and treasure in your memory 
what I am about to tell you, for should 
evil befall me this night, upon you will 
devolve the discharge of a great and sacred 
duty. I am one ot three brothers. The 
eldest died while you stood by his side. 
The youngest I have not seen for many 
years, and I know not in what portion of 
the earth he may be sojourning at the 
present time. We are the last descendants 
of a mighty monarch—the greatest, wisest 
and most powerful ruler the world has 
ever seen. Our ancestor,’ and here my 
companion’s voice sank to a low and 
thrilling whisper, while his face became 
illumined with an almost regal look, ‘ was 
none other than the great King Solomon 
himself—the mighty Prince Solimaun Ben 
Daoud—before whose nod the high ones 
of the earth abased themselves, and whose 
slightest' will the spirits of the elements 
hastened to obey. It is from his union 
with Pharaoh’s daughter that we can 
trace our clear descent in one unbroken 
line. From our earliest infancy the great¬ 
ness of our royal origin was perpetually 
instilled into our attentive minds, some¬ 
times by our father, who, although a 
somewhat dreamy student of books, still 
possessed a full sense of the importance 
of our birth, and sometimes by our mother, 
who, with flashing eyes and kindling 
cheeks, would talk to us in burning 
language of the glories which had sur¬ 
rounded the splendid 
throne of our kingly 
progenitor. She never 
wearied of the theme; 
and, by degrees, our 
boyish natures became 
imbued with no small 
amount of that tireless 
enthusiasm with which 
her whole bearing seem¬ 
ed to throb and vibrate. 

The rich stores of his¬ 
tory and tradition were 
eagerly ransacked, and 
every scrap bearing on 


the subject discussed with insatiable 
avidity, until our entire conversation 
drifted insensibly into this one channel, 
to the total exclusion of every other 
subject. But what chiefly fascinated 
us, as the only living descendants of the 
mightiest and wisest of kings, was the all 
too scanty information vouchsafed con¬ 
cerning that wonderful authority which 
he possessed over the most powerful 
and terrible spirits of the Universe—an 
authority which he exercised by virtue of 
that potent signet upon which was in¬ 
scribed the Real Name, and which none 
dared to resist. By imperceptible degrees 
our interest became more and more 
focussed and concentrated on this strange 
and mysterious ring, 
and the possibility of 
its continued existence 
to the present day. 

There seemed to be 
no sufficient reason for 
supposing that this 
great seal, which ren¬ 
dered its possessor 
little short of omni¬ 
potent, had been de¬ 
stroyed or removed 
from the sphere in 
which it had played so 
mighty and important 
a part, or that its vir¬ 
tues had become in 
any way dimmed or 
impaired by the lapse 
of time. My father 
had in his possession, 
amongst other curious , 
things, an ancient ' 
manuscript, the genu¬ 
ineness of which it was 
impossible to doubt, 
which purported to 
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contain what the Rabbins had been long 
wont to designate the “ Great Clavicle, or 
Key of Solomon the King,” and which was 
declared on authority we did not dare to 
question to have been taken from the 
tomb of that illustrious monarch some 
time after his death. It had been found 
—so did the narrative formally set forth 
—inclosed in an ivory casket, by certain 
Babylonians who had journeyed from 
their native land expressly for the pur¬ 
pose of repairing the sepulchre of the 
Great Dead. The meaning, however, to 
them, wise as they admittedly were, was 
absolutely inexplicable; nor would it pro¬ 
bably have been revealed had not one of 
their number, Iohe, the eldest and most 
worthy among them, prayed incessantly 
to the Almighty to open his eyes and 
reveal to him this wonderful secret. His 
petition was at length granted. The 
glorious and mighty angel, Homadiel, 
touched his eyes, and he saw and under¬ 
stood, to his exceeding joy. I need not 
tell you, my son, that this precious docu¬ 
ment was to us an object of peculiar 
veneration and anxious study. In it was 
displayed much strange wisdom, which, 
though it filled us at times with indescri¬ 
bable awe, served but to accentuate our 
consuming passion to learn something of 
the whereabouts and disposition of this 
all-powerful signet which had been the 
chief source of the greatness, riches and 
magnificence of him who had caused this 
revelation of his wisdom to be written. 
Long and earnestly, with pale faces and 
throbbing hearts, did we discuss the 
possibility of finding and recovering this 
lost talisman, the possession of which 
conferred upon the wearer the might and 
knowledge of a god ; but all these discus¬ 
sions, continuous and protracted though 
they were, ended, as they commenced, in 
bewildering uncertainty and doubt' At 
that period, neither I nor my brothers 
possessed that perception of, and skill in, 
the use of those magic arts to which we 
afterwards attained; and even had we 
done so I doubt if they would have then 
availed us much in the accomplishment 
of the one great desire of our hearts—the 
finding of the ring. The more we talked 
over the subject the more perplexed did 
we become. That the object of our sleep¬ 
ing and waking thoughts was buried in 
the tomb of our great forefather seemed 
a highly improbable proposition; for, had 
it been, what had hindered those Baby- 
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Ionian philosophers from discovering it at 
the same time and in the same manner as 
they did the Clavicle ? The supposition 
that it might have perished we rejected 
with a fierce and strangely unanimous 
scorn. Such an inglorious consummation, 
we told ourselves repeatedly, was utterly 
impossible and absurd. No ; somewhere 
on this earth it existed still, with all its 
marvellous virtues untouched and undi¬ 
minished by the lapse of centuries, and 
upon us, the last living descendants of its 
mighty wearer, rightfully devolved the 
task of its recovery. At our father’s death 
we solemnly consecrated ourselves afresh 
to this great undertaking, and shortly 
afterwards, in pursuance of a mutual 
agreement, we separated, each going forth 
into the world after his own fashion and 
in his own way, believing that by the 
adoption of this course we should extend 
the area of our search, and thus increase 
the chance of ultimate success. We met 
on rare occasions for the purpose of com¬ 
paring notes and relating to each other 
our various adventures; but these re¬ 
unions, always irregular, gradually became 
more and more infrequent and uncertain 
until at last they ceased altogether. Dur¬ 
ing the course of his wanderings, my elder 
brother, in a strange and perilous manner 
which I need not now describe, became 
possessed of that stone which, on his 
death-bed, he gave to your friend, but the 
acquirement of which cost him the loss of 
well-nigh all he held most dear, and dyed 
his hands, moreover, with the everlasting 
stain of innocent blood. Of my younger 
brother, as I have said, I have seen no 
thing for years; but at our last meeting it 
seemed to me that in the acquisition of 
the highest knowledge and power he was 
rapidly outstripping us both, and the con¬ 
viction then entered my soul that if either 
of the three of us were, by the decrees of 
destiny, ever to become the possessor of 
this mighty talisman, it was upon his head 
that the choice of Fate had fallen.’ 

“ Here my companion ceased speaking, 
and you may well imagine that his ex¬ 
traordinary statement contributed to aug¬ 
ment in no small measure the amaze¬ 
ment which I had already experienced at 
the astounding developments of this ever 
memorable night. Here was I, at the 
end of the nineteenth century, standing 
face to face with one of the last des¬ 
cendants of the Wise King of Israel, 
listening to a narrative that savoured far 


292 


THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 



“ ‘ That stone,’ replied my companion 
slowly, ‘ together with the one which 
the Prince di Ricordo possessed, formed 
the eyes of the sacred bull which stood 
at the back of Solomon’s great ivory 
throne, and the mystic light from the 
twain fell upon him as he sat thereon, 
amazing the peoples of the earth by 
the profundity and plenitude of his wis¬ 
dom and power. But come,’ he said 
sharply, ‘ the time passes, and we have 
already tarried too long. I could not 
allow you to be present at what I am 
\ about to do without first offering you 
‘this explanation. After having listened 
to it, does your intention still remain 
1unshaken ? ’ 

* “ To which question, as you may 

'imagine, my only answer was a firm 
and emphatic ‘ Yes.’ ” 


“MY ANSWER WAS AN EMPHATIC ‘YES.’” 

more of the ‘ Arabian Nights,’ than of 
sober, realistic fact; and all this prepara¬ 
tory to the summoning of some mysterious 
being from the invisible world, whose 
appearance was evidently not unattended 
by danger, and might quite possibly be 
the signal for thd occurrence of some 
great catastrophe! At length, however, 
the turmoil of my mind subsided some¬ 
what, and I ventured to enquire if he still 
believed in the existence and eventual 
recovery of this ring of power. 

“ ‘ I have no doubt of it, ultimately,’ he 
replied; ‘ but,’ he added, with a melancholy 
shake of the head, ‘it will not be my hand 
that shall pluck it from its hiding-place.’ 

“ - And the stone which had such a 
n yoterious influence upon the Prince di 
Ricordo ? ’ I continued hastily. ‘ Can 
you tell me nothing of that ? ’ 


“Once more smiting the silver gong 
my companion summoned Sadoc, to 
whom he gave some commands in a 
language which I did not understand. 
In spite of its dusky complexion the 
Oriental’s face visibly paled as he 
listened, and it seemed to me that there 
was something of respectful protest in 
his animated reply. But his master 
silenced him with an imperious gesture, 
and folding his arms submissively on 
his breast, he bowed his head and with¬ 
drew. Then turning to me again, my 
companion said, very seriously : 

“ ‘ My son, in what we are about to 
do I must request your most implicit 
obedience to my directions. You must 
give me your word not to depart in the 
slightest degree from what I tell you, or, 
when I have once commenced the work, 
to break in any way the silence which I 
must lay upon you until the end.’ 

“ To this, of course, I gave a ready 
acquiescence, and he continued : 

“ ‘ Should anything of an untoward 
nature happen to me during the progress 
of this invocation I beg you will en¬ 
deavour to find my younger brother and 
deliver to him this package,' drawing as 
he spoke a small leather case from his 
bosom. ‘ You will also find in this little 
wallet an epitomised account of the latest 
information which I have been able to 
obtain concerning him, which may serve 
to assist you somewhat in your search. 
The letter which is addressed to him 
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must not bs opened save by his hand. I 
rely on you to carry out my wishes 
faithfully, and I have every belief the 
result will fully justify my confidence.' 

“ I took the wallet, and had scarcely 
finished my assurances that I would 
religiously follow his instructions, when 
the curtain was again raised and Sadoc, 
this time attired in a spotless white 
garment, entered, and after a profound 
obeisance, whispered something in his 
master's ear. The latter nodded his head 
gravely, and addressing me said : 

“ ‘ All is now ready. Follow, and 
above all, do not forget what I have said.’ 

“ Then the solemn, if small, procession 
was formed, Sadoc heading it, carrying in 
his hand a small lamp, his master follow¬ 
ing close behind, 
while I brought 
up the rear. We 
left the room by 
a door at the op¬ 
posite end, the 
existence of 
which I had not 
previously per¬ 
ceived,and found 
ourselves in a 
narrow passage, 
terminating in a 
flight of wooden 
.stairs. Ascend¬ 
ing these, Sadoc 
proceeded to un¬ 
lock a small door 
which immedi¬ 
ately confronted 
us, through 
which we passed 
in the same order 
as before. The 
room in which 
we now were was 
small and baie, 
containing no¬ 
th i n g b u t a 
couple of large 
white chests, 
each of which 
was secured by 
a triple arrange- 
ment of pad¬ 
locks. These 
Sadoc u n- 
fastened one 
by one, and 
throwing open 
the lid of the 


first chest disclosed a mass of snowy 
linen. 

“ ‘ Remove your outer garments,’ said 
the Jew imperatively, ‘ and clothe your¬ 
self in that,’ pointing, at the same time, 
to a long white robe in Sadoc’s hands. J 
hastened to obey, my strange toilet being 
completed by the addition of a pair o: 
white shoes and a cap of the same colour 
which the attentive Sadoc placed upon 
my head. With some awkwardness, I 
turned towards the Jew, to find that he 
stood similarly attired, only I observed 
that on the breast of his robe were em¬ 
broidered some mystic signs in red silk, 
over which he proceeded to fasten some 
golden discs, likewise covered with strange 
inscriptions, and enveloped in silken 
coverings, from 
which there is¬ 
sued a rich and 
subtle perfume. 
Meanwhile, Sa¬ 
doc had pro¬ 
duced from the 
other chest a 
scimitar and a 
couple of knives, 
the hilt of one 
being black and 
the other white. 
These the Jew 
thrust into his 
girdle, and our 
preparations 
were completed 
by the addition 
of a slender peel¬ 
ed wand which 
Sadoc now hand¬ 
ed his master. 
Leaving this 
room, we en¬ 
tered a spacious 
and lofty apart¬ 
ment, the weird 
and peculiar ap- 
pearance of 
which was cal¬ 
culated to strike 
something of 
awe into the 
most careless 
breast. The 
walls were of 
a perfect, spot¬ 
less white, the 
virgin purity 
of which was 
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untouched by any writing or inscription 
whatsoever. There were four windows, 
one on each side of the room and, though 
the elements without were howling and 
screaming wildly in their fury, I observed, 
to my great astonishment, that every one 
of them was flung open to its fullest ex¬ 
tent. The place was absolutely bare of 
furniture, its only contents being a few 
metal tripods arranged in a row against 
the wall. Carefully closing and locking 
the door, Sadoc drew forth the tripods 
and placed them in a sort of large square, 
having previously lighted some substance 
in one of them which burnt with a power¬ 
ful and steady blue flame that in no wise 
■served to diminish the spectral appearance 


of the scene. Thrusting the point of the 
scimitar into the middle of the square thus 
formed, the Jew carefully measured from 
its centre a space of nine feet, at which 
distance he commenced to trace a circle 
with his wand. Within this circle at the 
interval of a foot he drew another, and 
within this yet another, leaving, however, 
a break of some eighteen inches in each. 
Within these lines he next traced numer¬ 
ous symbolic figures, while Sadoc busied 
himself in lighting the remaining tripods. 
These preparations being at length fin¬ 
ished, the descendant of Solomon desired 
me to take my stand within the trebly- 
guarded space, again earnestly caution¬ 
ing me to utter no word, nor on any 
account to step outside the circle, 
under pain of instant annihilation. 
Drawing a small, brightly-polished 
metal ring fiom his finger, he bade 
me wear it as a further protection in 
case of danger ; and, the three of us 
being by this time within the charmed 
lines, he forthwith proceeded to close 
them by completing the circuit with 
his wand. Sadoc now threw large 
quantities of perfumes upon the tri¬ 
pods, and the air became heavy with 
the scent of strange and subtle essen¬ 
ces. Meanwhile the night without 
grew every moment more and more 
hideous with the furious discord of 
the elements, which raged and 
screeched and fought like angry 
devils fresh loosed from the chains 
of Hell. It was an awful time, and 
I confess that, notwithstanding my 
natural courage, I felt my heart sink 
within me as I gazed upon the un¬ 
earthly scene and listened to the 
frightful tumult which surrounded 
me on every side. But neither the 
wild warfare without nor the fateful 
nature of the scene within appeared 
to have any perceptible influence 
upon the central figure in that tre¬ 
mendous drama of which I stood a 
fascinated and trembling spectator. 
With flashing eyes and outstretched 
arms, he commenced his terrible in¬ 
vocation, while Sadoc assiduously 
fed the burning fires within the 
tripods with handful after handful 
of rich perfumes. Seconds, minutes 
—it might even very well have 
been l ours, for I had completely 
lost all sense of time—flew rapidly 
by, and still my gaze remained 
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fixed on that form, which stood with 
extended arms and pallid face, summon¬ 
ing with fearful and mysterious rites one 
of the dread beings of the invisible world 
into his presence. At last there came a 
moment when all the concentrated fury 
of the elements seemed to culminate in 
one terrific burst of shrieking madness. 
The blood turned to water in my veins; 
there was a sound as of a mighty rushing 
wind; a hot* sulphurous breath passed 
over me like a flame, scorching and suffo¬ 
cating as it went; the air was filled with 
strange vapours; the floor rocked to and 
fro beneath my feet; I felt dizzy, faint, 
sick, and, instinctively covering my face 
Viith my hands with a shuddering feel¬ 
ing of despair, I gave myself up for 
lost. 

“ All at once there fell a hush upon the 
storm—a calm so marvellously sudden and 
complete as to be even more terrifying 
than the devilish din which had preceded 
it. My heart beat frantically against my 
ribs, and I felt a paralyzing sensation of 
fear creep over me such as I had never 
before deemed it possible I should ever 
experience. When I at length mustered 
up sufficient courage to uncover my eyes 
I found Sadoc still anxiously heaping up 
perfumes on the fires, while the Jew, with 
a face from which every vestige of colour 
had fled, stood eagerly gazing at a curious, 
pillar-like cloud of smoke, which stood 
undulating and quivering before him. 
Nothing more could I see, but I knew well 
enough that if the invocation had been 
successful, that dense mass of ever- 
changing vapour contained the spirit 
whose attendance it had thus forcibly con¬ 
strained. Had I entertained any doubts 
upon the subject they would have been 
speedily set at rest, for the Jew, with his 
hands upon the silken coverings of the 
pentacles covering his breast, said almost 
immediately: 

“ * Hagith, great Spirit of Light, ap¬ 
pointed by the Most High to be ruler of 
kings and princes, besides innumerable 
legions of spirits, art thou, by virtue of the 
seven great names of God which I have 
uttered unto thee, even now standing be¬ 
fore me ? ’ 

“ And forth from that pillar of smoke 
there answered a terrible voice, saying : 

“ 4 0 descendant of the mighty Soli- 
maun, son of Daoud, whose power we all 
acknowledge, hast thou not even said it 
in thy wisdom ? * 
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“ And again that terrible calm settled 
down upon us all, like a dense and pal¬ 
pable pall.” 

XI.—A Terrible Fate. 

44 After the lapse of a few moments the 
Jew spoke again, but this time I fancied I 
detected a hesitancy in his voice that I 
could not help thinking boded us no good. 

44 ‘ Great spirit/ he said, * I adjure thee, 
by that name which thou fearest, to re¬ 
veal to me that which is now hidden from 
my understanding, and to show me of thy 
knowledge what influence is working thus 
mightily against me that my power haih 
departed from me and my arts are become 
as naught.’ 

“‘Know, then/ answered the voice, 
‘ that thou hast an enemy, and that thine 
enemy hath sworn thy destruction, and, 
moreover, the destruction of thy brother 
also. His hand is strong against thee 
and hath wrought thee much evil already.’ 

“ ‘ Why doeth he this ?’ inquired the 
Jew tremulously. ‘ What ill have I done 
to any that they should seek my life ? 9 

“ ‘ Art thou not of Solomon’s royal 
stock ? 9 came the reply. 4 And dost thou 
not dream of recovering that all-powerful 
signet which rendereth its possessor King 
of all Spirits, Master of the Dwellers of 
the Air, and Lord of the Living Souls of 
the Sea ? ’ 

“ 4 If it be even as thou hath said, O 
great Hagith, who hath a greater right 
than the son to his father’s power ? Who 
dareth to impugn my right or question the 
directness of my claim ? ’ 

4 4 4 Nevertheless, O Descendant of Solo¬ 
mon, such an one there is, and he is even 
as a prince among the children of men.* 

44 4 Tell me, I command thee/ cried the 
Jew passionately, 4 who this man may be, 
that I may seek him out and destroy him 
from the face of the earth/ 

44 4 Thine enemy,’ returned the voice 
slowly, 4 is known to mortals as the Prince 
di Ricordo, and he hath sworn a great oath 
that none shall ever possess his forefather’s 
signet save himself.’ 

44 4 His forefather’s signet l ’ almost 
screamed the Jew, now bursting with pas¬ 
sion. 4 How darest thou lie to me, thy 
master, O wicked spiiit ? Thou makest 
me to doubt if thou art really Hagith to 
speak to me thus falsely. None other 
descendant of Solomon liveth save only 
my brother and myself. How, then, dost 
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thou dare come to me with such a lying 
tale ? ’ 

‘ It is even as I have said,’ answered 
the voice deliberately. ‘ I did but tell thee 
what thou asked. I made him not thy 
rival. I am not ruler of the universe. If 
my words please thee not give me permis¬ 
sion to depart.’ 

“ ‘ Not so,’ said the Jew quickly. ‘ Be¬ 
fore I accord thee permission to depart 
thou shalt tell me more of this, be thou 
Hagith himself, or, as I greatly fear, some 
evil spirit personating him. Who doth 
this Prince di Ricordo then declare him¬ 
self to be? ’ 

“ ‘ Even as thou declarest thyself to be— 
an offshoot of the royal 
house of Solomon,’ came , 

the startling reply. ‘ More¬ 
over, he claimeth for his 
maternal ancestor a 
queen, whereas thou, as 
thou well knowest, art 
descended only from a 
princess.’ 

“A convulsive tremor 
passed over the Jew’s 
frame as this ominous 
reply fell upon his ear, 
and his pale lips moved 
rapidly, though no words 
issued from them. At last 
he ejaculated audibly to 
himself, ' God of my 
fathers, it is even as I 
always feared.’ Then, 
nerving himself with ob- v 

vious difficulty, he ad- s- y- 

dressed his last and fatal 
question to the spirit. 

“ ‘ Tell me, then, I ad¬ 
jure thee, by the Most 
Great Name, from what female line doth 
this presumptuous mortal venture to claim 
descent ? ’ 

“ There was, I am certain, a mocking 
ring in the voice as it replied imme¬ 
diately : 

“ ‘ From the almost equal of the mighty 
King Solomon himself—the wise and 
powerful Queen of Sheba.’ 

“ For the space of several seconds the 
Jew stood as though transformed to stone. 
Then he reeled suddenly forward and fell 
prostrate with his face upon the ground, 
his head and shoulders projecting some 
distance over the outer circle. There was 
a deafening crash, as though the very 
foundations of the world had been 


loosened. The pillar of smoke vibrated 
violently, and assumed a more definite 
form, while I saw, to my unspeakable 
horror, two long, hairy arms thrust forth 
from it and seize the unhappy man by the 
hair. There was a sound of tearing flesh, 
and I saw the red blood gush out in one 
great stream from the throat. Then 
there came another crash, more appal¬ 
ling, even, than the first, the lights in 
the tripods suddenly flared up wildly 
and then went out, and I, overcome by 
the frightfulness of this horrific scene, 
sank in a confused heap in the centre 
of the circle, while the world faded out 
of my life.’’ 

XII. Haunted. 
Graham paused 
for a moment, 
poured out an¬ 
other dose of 
brandy,which he 


drank at a gulp, and then continued his 
astounding narrative. 

“ How long I remained insensible 1 
cannot say, for I have no idea how long 
the events I have just described to you 
occupied in their occurrence, but when 1 
came to myself the cold grey light of the 
winter’s morn was stealing slowly into 
the room where I lay as I had fallen. I 
was still in a dazed condition, passing my 
hand several times over my brow to 
assure myself that I was not the victim 
of some horrid hallucination, but a 
hurried glance around the apartment 
resolved all uncertainty on that score. 
There stood the tripods which a short 
time previously had blazed with such a 
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lurid light; there were the circles with 
their mystic symbols, within which the 
fatal invocation had been wrought; there 
was also—horrible confirmation of what 
I would so willingly have believed an 
illusion of the brain—a pool of that blood 
which I had seen gushing forth from the 
throat of the unfortunate Jew. But of 
the body there was no trace, neither was 
there any sign of the various articles 
which had been used in that fatal con¬ 
juration. Sadoc, too, had disappeared, 
and I was alone in that ghastly place in 
which the awful tragedy had been enacted, 
with the cold winds beating in upon my 
head from the four quarters of the 
heavens. With difficulty I managed to 
stagger to my feet and make my way to 
the door, loudly and repeatedly calling 
Sadoc’s name. This I continued to do as 
I descended the narrow wooden staircase, 
but there was no response. I passed into 
the sumptuous apartment, in which I had 
been received by the master of the house, 
(t was empty, and the crystal lamp still 
diffused its soft effulgent rays over the 
rich magnificence of its appointments. 
How I got out into the street I scarcely 
know; still less how I contrived to reach 
my rooms. Like one in a dream I threw 
myself, dressed as I was, upon my bed, 
where I lay in a state of semi-conscious¬ 
ness until the shades of evening were 
far advanced. My brain was in such 
a whirl that I was totally unable to decide 
upon any course of action; but the next 
morning, actuated doubtless by some¬ 
thing of the same impulse which drives 
the murderer to revisit the scene of his 
crime, I made my way back mechanically 
to the house, but though I knocked and 
rang for upwards of half an hour, I failed 
to elicit any reply. After the lapse of a 
few days, during which I went about my 
necessary duties with the very vaguest 
notion of what I was doing, I paid another 
visit to the place, only to find it utterly 
deserted, and a large board erected con¬ 
taining the usual announcement that this 
house was to let. From then till now I 
have heard nothing whatever of Sadoc, 
but have remained a prey to various con¬ 
flicting emotions and apprehensions until 
I felt I could bear the strain no longer, 
and came therefore to you, as my oldest 
and most trusted friend, to tell you of this 
strange and unparalleled disaster which 
has befallen and blighted my life—not so 
much with the hope of procuring relief as 
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to obtain your calm and unprejudiced 
judgment upon my extraordinary case.” 

Thus did Graham conclude a tale to 
which I had listened throughout with 
painful and absorbing interest. Of so 
extraordinary a character was it that had 
I not possessed the most implicit con¬ 
fidence in my friend’s strong common 
sense and strict regard for truth, I should 
have certainly felt disposed to consider 
the entire narrative as the outcome of an 
excited and diseased imagination. But, 
knowing the man as well as I did, it was 
impossible for me to seriously entertain 
such a supposition. Graham lighted 
other cigar and smoked abstractedly 
away, while I sat turning over in my 
mind the strange things which I had just 
heard without being able to arrive at any 
satisfactory explanation of them. With 
all the disposition to believe in the super¬ 
natural which my researches into occul¬ 
tism had conferred upon me, I was 
compelled to admit to myself that this 
story, with its ghastly denouement , almost 
passed the limits of credibility at the 
close of the nineteenth century. Then I 
commenced to ask questions as to those 
points which seemed to me to require 
elucidation. But the replies were per¬ 
fectly straightforward and to the purpose, 
and the story as a concrete whole re¬ 
mained untouched. 

“You started off,” I observed at length, 
“ by stating that you were in some way 
in the power of a spirit stronger than 
yourself. What, may I ask, do you mean 
by that ? So far you have given me no 
details whatever.” 

Graham shifted uneasily in his chair. 
“ Perhaps,” he said, after a pause, “ you 
will not be inclined to believe me when I 
tell you that, from that evening which 
marked such a distinct epoch in my life, 
I have never been alone for a single 
moment.” 

I could not repress a start of surprise. 
“What!” I exclaimed sharply, “do you 
mean, then, to tell me that you are 
haunted ? ” 

“ Call it by whatever name you will,” 
was the melancholy reply, “ of this one 
thing I am certain—that there is with 
me, day and night, waking and sleeping, 
aij. invisible, intangible Presence, which 
exercises at times so strong an influence 
upon me that I feel even as clay in the 
potter’s hands.” 

This was really serious. Could it be 
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possible that, after all, my friend was left his face, and that he was trembling- 


labouring under some obscure disease of 
the brain, which rendered him an easy 
prey to strong hallucinations? I was 
still puzzling over this new perplexity 
when Graham, suddenly rising, said in a 
voice in which anger and sorrow were 
curiously mingled : 

“ Wiseman, I see you think I am mad. 
Will this convince you that I am not 
insane, and that I have spoken nothing 
but the sober, solemn truth ?” 

He drew from his finger the bright 
steel circlet which I had previously ob¬ 
served, and laid it on the table before 
me. I picked it up with the intention ot 
examining it, but no sooner had I done si 
than I felt an icy cold gust of air sweep 
by me, which caused me to shiver in¬ 
voluntarily, notwithstanding the great 
heat of the room. I looked at Graham 
curiously, and was surprised and alarmed 
to see that every vestige of colour had 



violently in every limb. He stretched 
out his hands towards me with a beseech¬ 
ing gesture, and mistaking the meaning 
of his action, I hastily poured out a glass 
of brandy, which I pushed towards him 
in the belief that he suddenly felt un¬ 
well. 

“ No, no,” he ejaculated hoarsely, “ not 
that! The ring ! Give me the ring 1 
Quick! ’’ 

In my embarrassment I had thrust it 
on one of my own fingers, and I experi¬ 
enced no little difficulty in withdrawing it. 

I succeeded, however, in doing so at 
length, and placed it in Graham’s out¬ 
stretched quivering palm, wondering at 
the same time what fresh horror this new 
development portended. His eager fingers 
closed over it convulsively, nor was it 
until he had restored it to its former 
position that he recovered his calmness to 
any appreciable degree. Then, turning 
to me, he said in an unsteady voice that 
bore testimony to his previous excite¬ 
ment : 

“ You have seen for yourself. Do you 
believe me now ? Or do you still think 
that I am crazy ? ” 

“ Really,” I answered, somewhat be- 
wilderedly, “ I scarcely understand. What 
does it all mean ? ” 

“ Mean ? ” he repeated, gazing at me 
steadily; “ it means simply this: that 
should that ring ever pass out of my 
possession for any length of time I am as 
good as a lost man.” 

“ Come, come,” I said, with a miserable 
attempt to treat the matter lightly, “ you 
are having a little joke at my expense. 
You have been so much among wizards 
and necromancers of late that you will 
be fancying yourself one next, if you don’t 
take care what you're about.” 

“ Nevertheless,” he replied, and there 
was no mistaking that he was terribly in 
earnest, “ what I have said is absolutely 
true. This ring was given to me by the 
Jew on the night of his death. It has 
never since left my possession. If I do 
but lay it aside for a moment the power 
of that mysterious being who is ever by 
my side is strangely increased over me. 
I did not intend that you should touch it, 
and when you unexpectedly took it in 
your hand a sudden agony of fear assailed 
me lest any harm should befall it. You 
may, if you please, consider all this the 
delusion of a brain disturbed by tlio 


memory of the 
frightful scene 1 
have described 
to you this even¬ 
ing. You will be 
wrong if you do, 
but that I cannot 
help. Ever since 
that fatal night I 
have never been 
alone. Shall I 
give you one in¬ 
stance of this ?’’ 

I nodded. I 
could not bring 
myself to reply 
in any other 
fashion. 

“You may 
have wondered 
why I did not 
obey the last be¬ 
hest of the Jew, 
and endeavour 
to seek out the 
survivor of the 
three brothers, 
as I had been 
so solemnly ad¬ 
jured to do. I will tell you why. When 
the -first shock had somewhat abated, I 
made up my mind one evening to examine 
the wallet which the dead man had 
handed me. For that purpose I took it 
from the escritoire in which I had placed 
it for greater safety, and, settling down, 
prepared to look over its contents. I had 
barely opened it, however, when there 
came a knock at the door. I laid it down 
on the table beside me, and went to see 
who wanted me. There was no one 
there, and when I returned to my seat, 
the wallet, with its contents, had dis¬ 
appeared.” 

“ Someone must have entered the room 
in your absence,” I suggested. 

“ I never left the room,” was the de¬ 
cisive reply. “ But the curious part of it 
is this : I had just previously removed the 
ring from my finger, the skin of which 
was slightly chafed, and placed it in my 
waistcoat pocket. No sooner had I done 
so than I felt a sudden blast of icy wind 
pass by me, though no aperture existed 
whereby the slightest draught could pene¬ 
trate. In spite of the cheerful fire, and 
the thoroughly heated apartment, I felt a 
strange and deathly chill creep over my 
entire frame—the same as you witnessed 
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steal over me a 
few moments 
ago. Whenever 
I have since re¬ 
moved the ring 
the same pheno¬ 
menon has oc¬ 
curred. It did 
so to-night, and 
I can see by your 
face that you 
likewise felt the 
same cold, awful 
breath upon your 
cheek. Can you 
now doubt the 
truth of what I 
have told you ? " 
I remained 
silent. The thing 
was very strange 
—too strange, 
perhaps, not to 
be true. I had, 
as Graham said, 
myself felt that 
deadly breath 
iad disappeared " pass by, and it 

was hard to be 
unbelieving in the face of such personal 
evidence. But I felt we had had enough 
talk of this sort for one night, and as the 
clock now wanted but five minutes to two 
I suggested that we postponed any further 
discussion of the subject until we had 
recruited ourselves by a few hours’ rest. 
Graham readily assenting, we immediately 
afterwards retired to our respective 
rooms, though not, in my case at any 
rate, to lose the recollection of that feast 
of horrors in the balmy oblivion of sleep. 

But the next morning, however, a very 
curious circumstance occurred. This 
was the totally unexpected receipt of a 
letter from my friend, Prolessor Otto 
Shultz, the distinguished Egyptologist 
and well-known Oriental Scholar. The 
Professor was a notorious bird of passage, 
always travelling in search of new dis¬ 
coveries, and one never knew where or 
when he was most likely to turn up or be 
heard of next. Letters from him were as 
scarce as snow in June, and this one was 
all the more remarkable from the appo¬ 
siteness of its arrival. It was dated from 
Paris and ran as follows: 

“ Dear Dr. Wiseman, —I shall arrive 
in London to-morrow evening on a brief 
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visit, and should like to see you if you 
can spare me any time from your 
patients. I have a new and lovely scara- 
oaeus, which I think would interest you 
much. But what I chiefly wish to see 
you for is to tell you of a very curious 
piece of information which I have 
stumbled upon concerning the ring with 
which King Solomon was supposed to 
have controlled both the angels and the 
devils that are said to people the 
universe. I know the interest that you 
take in these matters, and your strong 
belief in them. For myself, as you know, 
I believe them not at all. Still, I should 
like to talk of my discovery with you, and 
I will therefore, with your permission, 
call upon you the afternoon after I shall 


have arrived. With my respectful homage 
to your charming wife, 

“ I am, sincerely yours, 

“ Otto Shultz.” 

I was delighted beyond measure at the 
receipt of this letter, and I looked forward 
to the projected visit with feelings of the 
liveliest satisfaction. But of the visit itself, 
with its strange talk concerning the signet 
of Solomon the Wise, and of our sudden 
resolve to set forth in quest of this long-lost 
talisman, and of the astounding and incre¬ 
dible adventures which befell us in conse¬ 
quence thereof, the editor of these “ Me¬ 
moirs” will find a full account duly set 
forth in the packet marked “ B,” in the first 
right-hand drawer of the ebony bureau in 
the study of my house in Brook Street. 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 




From the old grey tower the call 
To evensong peals softly forth. 

The deepening twilight, of the dying day, 
Throws its soft mantle over all 
The peaceful countryside; whilst 
Shadows lengthen and night descends 
To wrap the slumbering earth. 
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ments, the nature of which, however, 
does not in any way affect this history ; 
and ever since then he had never failed 
when passing through London to give me 
a call. Whilst, therefore, delighted at his 
present coming, I was by no means sur¬ 
prised, although, could either of us have 
foreseen its ultimate consequences, there 
would have been ample room for the most 
boundless astonishment. The Scarabaeus 
in his pocket was duly produced and 
sufficiently admired, but that ancient 
object, albeit undoubtedly interesting, 
did not evidently constitute the main 
object of his visit, and ruthlessly sweeping 
aside all other considerations and topics, 
he speedily plunged into what was very 
obviously the subject uppermost in his 
mind. 

“ My dear Wiseman,” he began, after he 
had safely bestowed the Scarabaeus in one 
of his capacious pockets, “you are, I 
know, very much attracted and fascinated 
by anything which appears to you to 
partake of the marvellous and super¬ 
natural. Now I have, during my recent 
explorations in Egypt, encountered a most 
singular man who is possessed of a most 
singular idea. This remarkable person 
has solemnly declared to me his belief 
that the lost signet of Solomon, the son 
of David—or Suleyman Ibn-Daood, as the 
Arabs out there style him—is still in 
existence, and that when it is found, as it 
one day will be, its fortunate possessor 
will most certainly become at one bound 
the richest, wisest and most powerful 
individual in the whole world.” 

Graham and I exchanged significant 
glances at this, which did not escape the 
keen eyes of the Professor, who, however, 
continued his story without remark. 

“ This is, ot course, a very strange be¬ 
lief for any sane person to hold in these 
days, and this man is as unquestionably 
sane as—shall we say? — yourself. But 
what is still more extraordinary, is his 
firm assurance that he himself is one of 
the three last descendants of the great 
Hebrew king, and that he, therefore, has 
a greater right to its possession than any 
other living being, with the sole exception 
of his elder brother, if still in existence.” 

Once more did the eyes of Graham and 
myself meet in surprised understanding, 
and once more did the Professor look 
curiously at us, as though he half com¬ 
prehended and half wondered what the 
meaning of those mutual glances might 


be. Nevertheless, he made no sign, but 
went on as quickly as before. 

“ One might not unnaturally think all 
this quite sufficiently astonishing, but my 
unconventional friend was determined to 
give me yet one other surprise by way of 
finale. On the morning before I proposed 
quitting the land of the Pharaohs he came 
into my tent—for you must know that I 
was, at this time, camping out on the 
fringe of the desert—with a request which 
completely took away all my breath. 
4 You have,’ he said gravely, 4 an English 
friend by the name of Wiseman. Is it 
not even so ? * * Your information is per¬ 

fectly correct,’ I replied, staring at him 
with open mouth, * though how on earth 
you became acquainted with the fact is 
altogether beyond my feeble comprehen¬ 
sion.’ 4 Do not give yourself concern on 
that score,’ he returned, in his most 
superior manner—and really, for a wander¬ 
ing Israelite, his manner, when he chose, 
could be very superior indeed: quite 
worthy, in fact, of a genuine descendant 
of the lofty King Solomon himself: ‘ did 
it please me, I could without difficulty 
give you far greater cause for wonder¬ 
ment than this. You will be seeing your 
friend upon your return ? ’ ‘It may be 
so,’ I answered rather coldly, for I could 
not imagine to what end all this was 
intended to lead; ‘ but why do you wish 
to know?’ ‘Will you undertake to de¬ 
liver a message to him from me? ’ he said 
quickly, without the slightest regard to 
my question. ‘ Let me hear the message 
first,’ I replied cautiously, 4 and then 1 
will give you my answer.’ He drew him¬ 
self up to his full height on hearing this, 
and crossing his arms with much dignity 
on his breast, delivered himself of this 
very remarkable speech.” 

The Professor paused, and drew out of 
one of his numerous pockets a small 
russia leather note-book, from which he 
proceeded to read as follows: “ 4 Benhanan, 
the Jew, sendeth greetings to the learned 
physician, whose fame as a healer hath 
penetrated even to the East, and also by the 
same hand a warning. Let the Dispenser 
of Health take heed to himself, for he 
standeth in the shadow of a mighty peril. 
Concerning the nature of this peril, it is 
not given to him who speaketh to say 
further, save that an enemy plotteth it, 
and that it leadeth down to the mouth of 
the grave. In gratitude for benefits ren¬ 
dered unto a poor and unknown brother, 
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Benhanan sendeth this message of caution, closed his note-book with a snap that 
Well shall it be if he to whom it is defied contradiction. 

addressed receiveth it with wisdom and For some moments after this we sat in 


consideration.’ ” 

It was a strange enough message, and I 
expressed myself to that effect. The Pro¬ 
fessor cordially agreed. 

“ Nevertheless,” he said cheerfully, “we 
must take things in this world as we find 
them. There can be no doubt of its per¬ 
fect accuracy, for I took the precaution 
of writing it down on the spot.” And he 


silence, unbroken, save for the ticking of 
the clock upon the chimney-piece. At 
length I lifted my eyes enquiringly to 
Graham, who was not slow in rightly 
reading the question they contained, and 
in returning the answer I anticipated. 
For it had come upon me strongly that I 
should tell the Professor the whole of the 
strange experiences which Graham and I 
had encountered in connection with the 
two elder brothers of the Jew who had 
sent to me from the East this strange and 
solemn warning. I therefore set myself 
to narrate plainly and briefly the story of 
Lady Blanche Neville and the Prince di 
Kicordo, and the later and even more 
astounding history of the tragic invocation 
of Hagith which I had heard from Gra¬ 
ham’s lips. To all this the Professor 
listened patiently, with a grave face which 
became more and more serious as I pro¬ 
ceeded, and I wound up my relation by 
requesting his candid opinion on the entire 
matter. He stared at me thoughtfully for 
some time be¬ 
fore replying, 
and then said : 

“ If I were 
you, I would 
take a little trip, 
and see Benha¬ 
nan for yourself. 
Depend upon it, 
he, if any, holds 
the key to all 
these singular 
and, at present, 
seemingly inex¬ 
plicable occur¬ 
rences. Besides, 
not only would 
you thus obtain 
a clearer mean¬ 
ing of his some¬ 
what obscure 
warning, but 
you could, at 
the same time, 
discharge what 
seems to me 
almost a duty 
by conveying to 
him the infor¬ 
mation of his 
remaining bro¬ 
ther’s fate.” 
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“ Nonsense,” I exclaimed, considerably 
startled by this novel suggestion; “ you 
must be joking. You surely cannot se¬ 
riously expect me to leave my practice for 
the sake of such a wild goose expedition 
as this.” 

“ Why not ? ” he returned calmly. “ It 
is not such a wonderful journey, after 
all.” 

“ But,” I answered, disconcerted beyond 
measure at the notion, “what is to become 
of my patients in the meantime ? I can¬ 
not, you know, procure a locum tenens after 
the fashion of the ordinary practitioner.” 

“ Bah ! ” was the contemptuous retort. 
* m It does not take a year nowadays to 
get to Egypt. You can do it all, easily 
enough, within the month. You are look¬ 
ing a bit fagged, I notice. Take a few 
weeks’ holiday; the journey would do you 
good. I am returning myself immediately 
after Christmas, and shall be pleased to 
act as your guide, philosopher and friend ; 
and if your friend here would also like to 
go, why, we could make up quite a com¬ 
fortable little party.” 

It was certainly a surprising proposition 
to suddenly spring upon a fashionable 
physician; and yet, when I began to 
reflect, it did not seem half so preposter¬ 
ous or impossible an idea as it did when 
first brought forward. Under the able 
guidance of the Professor, the journey 
might be safely accomplished well within 
a month, and I should then be back before 
the commencement of the London sea¬ 
son. Moreover, the Professor was quite 
right about my looking fagged. I not 
only looked it, but I felt it also, and I 
remembered, with a sudden feeling of 
comical indignation, that I had really not 
had a holiday out of England for several 
years, although I was passionately fond 
of foreign travelling. My wife, I knew, 
would be glad of the opportunity to visit 
some friends in the North, and I—well, I 
finally said I would think the matter 
over. 

“ Do so,” said the Professor cheerfully, 
“ and I am sure you will thank me for the 
suggestion. Besides, I must confess that, 
notwithstanding my strong inclination to 
disbelief in the supernatural, your tale 
has interested me immensely. Indeed, so 
great is the curiosity which you have 
excited within me that I must acknow¬ 
ledge a very great desire to be present at 
what I cannot but consider will prove a 
very remarkable meeting. Do you know,” 
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he went on more seriously, “ it is quite 
possible that this curious ring which 
adorned the finger of the great Solomon 
so many years ago may still be knocking 
about somewhere in the w r orld, and if so, 
depend upon it our esteemed friend, Ben- 
hanan, is more likely to possess the clue 
to its whereabouts than any other living 
being on the face of the earth. That the 
Wise King of Israel did possess such a 
ring, to which his superstitious subjects 
attributed a mysterious necromantic 
power, cannot be doubted. I myself, in 
the course of my researches, have dis¬ 
covered enough to place this beyond all 
question.” 

“ Oh, I dare say he did wear a ring of 
some sort,” I replied carelessly, for, to 
tell the truth, I was thinking more of the 
proposed trip than anything else at the 
moment, “ but the chance of its recovery 
is quite another matter.” 

“Of course it is,” returned the Professor 
urbanely, “ but, all the same, I don’t see 
why it shouldn’t be found some day. 
Many objects of equal interest and incom¬ 
parably greater antiquity have been 
recovered when it was thought they were 
lost to the world for ever. In fact, if the 
idea doesn’t frighten you too much, I 
should enjoy, above all things, joining 
you two gentlemen in a search for its 
discovery.” 

In my folly I burst out into a loud 
laugh on hearing this. I say in my folly, 
for how could I dream that the Professor’s 
words would prove so strangely prophetic, 
and that I should, indeed, make one of 
such a party as he suggested ? I was 
recalled to a sense of my rudeness by a 
question from the Professor. 

“ By the way,” he said, “ have you any 
idea what this wonderful ring is like ? ” 

“ Well,” I replied, with delightful 
vagueness, “ I can’t say I have any pre¬ 
cise notion, but I should imagine it was 
some very magnificent piece of jewellery 
with a matchless precious stone as a seal, 
upon the face of which was engraved this 
mysterious and all-powerful name.” 

“ And that is precisely where you are 
wrong, my friend,” said the Professor, 
with a little laugh. “ It is here where a 
little of my despised knowledge comes in 
to great advantage. The ring itself, so 
far from being of the dazzling magnificence 
which you suppose, was of the plainest 
possible description, being composed, 
indeed, of two metals, neither of which is 
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held in any estimation for purposes of 
personal adornment — namely, iron and 
nrass.” 

“ A curious combination,” I observed, 
in some surprise, ‘‘for a ring.” 

“You are right,” remarked the Professor 
gravely; “ yet it was upon these two 
metals, and nothing more valuable, that 
this dread name was engraved, by virtue 
of which its owner was reputed to have 
worked such marvels, and which served so 
admirably its twofold purpose.” 

“ Its twofold purpose ? ” I said en¬ 
quiringly. 

“ Even so. With the brass portion this 
Holder of the Key of the Hidden Gates of 
Light, as he has been somewhat grandilo¬ 
quently described, was wont to stamp his 
written commands to the good spirits 
under his control, and with the iron his 
orders to the bad—iron being the metal 
of which those evil spirits went most in 
terror.” And the Professor, having thus 
successfully aired his curious learning, 
blew his nose with a triumphant air. 

After some further conversation of a 
desultory character, the Professor rose to 
take his leave, and it was arranged that 
he should call again on his return from 
Scotland, where he had some private 
business to transact with the trustees of 
some museum devoted especially to the 
furtherance of Egyptology, it being 
understood that I would give the question 
of the proposed trip my most careful con¬ 
sideration in the interval, and let him 
know my decision on his return after the 
holidays. And so the year wore rapidly 
away to its close, and the wintry sun rose 
upon it for the last time ere I finally 
made up my mind upon the course of 
action I had best pursue. 

When, after many inward misgivings, 
I had definitely resolved the matter in 
the affirmative, I proceeded to the more 
delicate task of acquainting my wife with 
my determination. To my surprise, she 
received the announcement with mani¬ 
festations of profound grief and alarm, and 
strove by every effort in her power to 
turn me from my resolution. But, having 
once decided, I was firm, and gently, 
though positively, refused to be moved 
from my purpose. I represented to her 
that I should only be away for a month 
at the utmost, and that my absence would 
afford her an excellent opportunity of 
paying that long-deferred visit to the 
North which had been put off time after 


time on account of my inability to accom¬ 
pany her, and her reluctance to leave me 
alone. I urged also the state of my health 
and the positive necessity of taking some 
little relaxation, lest the strain should 
prove too much for me. All in vain. 
Like Rachel weeping for her children, she 
refused to be comforted. Throwing her 
beautiful white arms clingingly around 
;ny neck, she drew me closely to her 
bosom and besought m°, with tears in her 
eyes, to abandon this unhappy idea for 
her sake. She foresaw oisaster in it— 
great risks — and, possibly, even death. 
Could I not yield to her solicitations, even 
for this once only, and stay at home in 
peace with her ? No, I could not. Man¬ 
like, every additional entreaty only ren¬ 
dered me the more obstinate, and whereas 
up to a few hours previously I had been 
tossing to and fro upon a very sea of 
uncertainty and doubt, I now felt as 
though no shadow of irresolution had 
ever darkened or perplexed my mind. 
My whole being, as it were, seemed sud¬ 
denly bound up in this journey to the 
East to see a man of whose very existence 
I had not even heard a fortnight ago. 
So, seeing my firmness, she at length 
desisted, and withdrew, I fear me, to weep 
alone over a rashness which was entirely 
beyond her sweet and tender control. 

With Graham I experienced no diffi¬ 
culty whatever. He was willing and even 
anxious to come. The horrible sense of 
that ever-present, intangible Something 
rendered him only too eager to seize upon 
any distraction which promised a tempor¬ 
ary relief to his overstrung feelings, and 
to take him out of himself for the time 
being. So it was arranged, and together 
we sat down and waited for the Professor’s 
arrival. 

He came at last, bringing with him a 
young, fair-haired nephew about eighteen 
years of age, fired with the ambitious 
resolve to follow in his distinguished 
relative’s steps, and to explore for himself 
the wonders and mysteries of those an¬ 
cient eastern climes. He was a bright, 
intelligent youth, this Harold Carwardine; 
full of life and fun, and one who promised 
to form an acceptable addition to our 
party. But little time was required to 
complete our preparations, and it was 
arranged that we should start on our 
journey the following evening, via New- 
haven and Dieppe, for Paris, where the 
Professor had some further matters of 
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STROVE TO TURN ME FROM MY RESOLUTION. 

importance—chiefly relative to mummies days. The longer route had been selected, 
—to attend to, which would necessitate as it was intended that our number should 
our remaining in that city for a couple of be increased at Rouen by the distin- 
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guished company of an eminent Pharaoh 
and his no less eminent consort, for the 
reception of which royal pair suitable 
apartments were even then in course of 
provision at the Louvre. 

It was a wild night when we arrived at 
Newhaven, and the Professor, not being 
the best of sailors, promptly retired below 
as soon as he had set foot on board the 
steamer, his example being speedily fol¬ 
lowed by young Carwardme. Nothing in 
the way of salt water ever affected me 
deleteriously, and I therefore elected to 
stay on deck in preference to being stifled 
to death by the malodorous atmosphere 
of the cabin. Graham, being of the same 
way of thinking, remained with me, and 
we lighted our cigars and continued to 
patrol the planks until the last twinkling 
lights of England had finally vanished 
from our view. Feeling somewhat chilly, 
I then proposed an adjournment to the 
smoking-room, but Graham preferred to 
continue where he was. The pure ozone, 
he declared, did him good. So I left him, 
and proceeded alone to the cabin set 
apart for smokers. I lighted another 
cigar and ordered a brandy and soda ; 
and, having thus attended to my creature 
comforts, I fell into a dreamy, retrospec¬ 
tive train of thought, the subdued melan¬ 
choly of which was not altogether 
unpleasing in my present surroundings. 
From time to time I caught a glimpse of 
Graham’s tall figure through the salt- 
encrusted windows of the cabin as he 
paced perseveringly to and fro in his 
solitary walk; but gradually external 
objects became less and less distinct, and 
I suppose that, whilst thus idly engaged, 
I must have dropped off into some sort 
of uneasy slumber, for the next thing I 
remember was hearing, with a sudden 
start, a stentorian cry of “ Man over¬ 
board ! ” together with the clanking of the 
reversing engines and the customary 
bustle and confusion attendant on such 
accidents at sea. 

I rushed on deck immediately, where I 
found the sailors already hard at work 
lowering the boats. The sea was running 
very high, but fortunately there was a 
slight moon, which shed sufficient light to 
enable objects to be faintly distinguished 
some little distance from the steamer. I 
pressed to that side of the boat where the 
people were mostly congregated, and 
peered eagerly into the dark waste of 
heaving waters, straining my eyes until I 


caught sight of a tiny black speck bobbing* 
up and down far — terribly afar, as it 
seemed to me—astern. By an instinctive 
action I turned to look for Graham, and 
suddenly my heart went sick within me. 
He was nowhere in sight. I tore down 
the stairs leading below, nearly upsetting 
the Professor and young Carwardine, who 
were half-way up, in my precipitate descent. 
To my still greater alarm, they had seen 
nothing of him, and were quite confident 
he was not in the cabin they had just left. 
A hasty search convinced me that he must 
be on deck or else—and I felt my head 
swim and my eyes haze over at the horri¬ 
ble alternative — he must be that little 
black speck I had seen tossing helplessly 
to and fro in our wake a few moments 
ago. By the time I reached the deck 
again the boats were out and were pulling 
vigorously towards the spot where I had 
last seen that ominous sight. Then a 
great cloud passed over the face of the 
moon, and in an instant all outside the 
ship was inky darkness, save for the dull 
glimmer of the lanterns carried by the 
boats. There was a terrible interval of 
suspense, during which I nearly forced the 
eyes out of my head gazing into that pitch- 
dark void beyond, and then there came a 
faint cheer from the distance, instantly 
taken up with enthusiastic heartiness by 
those on board, and I knew that the 
hungry waters had once more been de¬ 
prived of their expected prey, and that 
the drowning man was found. 

My conjecture had been correct enough. 
It was Graham, lifeless and pale, that the 
boats brought back to the vessel. No, 
not lifeless, for by assiduous and skilful 
attention, he was gradually wrested from 
the fierce embrace in which Death had 
clutched him with tenacious grasp, and 
won again to consciousness and life, 
though anyone might well have been par¬ 
doned for supposing that all vitality had 
for ever fled from that white and sense¬ 
less form. On the arrival of the steamer 
at Dieppe he was taken to an hotel on the 
quay, where, after a few hours’ rest, he 
was sufficiently recovered to resume the 
journey thus rudely interrupted. 

It may be supposed that we were not 
slow in enquiring of him the cause of such 
a well-nigh fatal mishap, and his account, 
to which he persistently adhered, puzzled 
us not a little. He had been pushed over¬ 
board—so he asserted—by some invisible 
hand ; and to this he steadfastly stuck, in 
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spite of all the Professor’s arguments to 
show that he must have been the victim 
of a sudden attack of drowsiness, and in 
this unconscious state have tumbled into 
the sea. It was certainly not a good 
beginning to our trip, but before we 
reached the French metropolis we had 
agreed to let the matter drop as far as 
possible, lest the recollection of it should 
interfere with the comfort of our expedi¬ 
tion. Indeed, had we not done so of our 
own accord another and still more start¬ 
ling circumstance would have speedily 
driven it from our minds. 


beckoning to us to approach, said to our 
utter amazement: 

“ Gentlemen, our journey to the East is 
ended, at any rate, for the present. In¬ 
stead of our having to go to the moun¬ 
tain, the mountain has come to us. Per¬ 
mit me to introduce to you my friend, the 
learned Benhanan, the Master of Wis¬ 
dom, as he is sometimes called, whose 
opportune presence in this city at the 
present time will save us the necessity of 
a pilgrimage to the Pyramids.” And the 
Professor drew out an immense pocket 
handkerchief, and wiped his forehead with 



We had arrived at the St. Lazare 
terminus, and the Professor, whom we all 
acknowledged as our supreme leader, was 
engaged in directing a porter where to 
wait for our luggage, when all at once he 
uttered a loud exclamation of surprise. 
We naturally turned to see what unusual 
event had transpired to thus astonish this 
usually imperturbable man, and found that 
he was gazing fixedly at an elderly and 
venerable looking man, with a long white 
beard, who was advancing as rapidly 
towards him as the crowded state of the 
platform would admit. Shortly after¬ 
wards they were greeting each other with 
much cordiality, and then the Professor, 


the air of a man who has performed a 
great and meritorious action. 

This unexpected encounter filled us not 
only with astonishment, but also with 
some little confusion to boot. We had 
pictured the Jew to ourselves as we 
fancied he would appear under the burn¬ 
ing rays of a blazing Eastern sky, reflect¬ 
ing in solitude upon the departed grandeur 
of his unhappy race ; and here he was 
standing calmly before us in the very 
heart of the gayest city in the world, clad 
in the ordinary everyday garb of Eu¬ 
ropean civilisation ! It was nothing short 
of a severe shock to our nerves, from 
which it took us some little time to- 





4 oo THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 


recover. If, however, we were embar¬ 
rassed by this unanticipated situation, no 
such feelings appeared to prevail in the 
breast of the Jew. He was calmness 
itself, and when he spoke, his voice was 
as cold and hard and unmoved as though 
this extraordinary meeting were the most 
commonplace thing imaginable. 

“ I am staying here,” he said, in an 
even, metallic voice, utterly devoid of any¬ 
thing like emphasis or emotion, “ for some 
time, in a house which I have taken in 
the Boulevard Haussmann. I was look¬ 
ing for some friends who have not come, 
and I have found, fortunately, others who 
have to take their place. This is a wel¬ 
come event. You must come to my house : 
it is close by—nay, I will take no denial. 
While you are in this city you must con¬ 
sider yourselves my guests.” And before 
any serious objection could be raised, we 
found ourselves in a handsome carriage, 
which drove swiftly without stopping 
until it arrived at a fine house near the 
Arc de Triomphe. 

We passed through a spacious court¬ 
yard, in the centre of which a marble 
fountain was playing, into a hall of sin¬ 
gularly elegant appearance, richly hung 
with arms and trophies, some of which 
even a cursory glance told me must be of 
almost priceless value. From thence we 
proceeded up a noble staircase, our 
strangely-found host leading the way, 
and entered a room the magnificence 
of which I had never before seen equalled, 
much less surpassed. A rich Smyrna 
carpet covered the floor, masterpieces by 
ancient and modern painters adorned the 
walls, while costly objets d'art were scat¬ 
tered with lavish profusion throughout the 
apartment, which was furnished in the 
most sumptuous and tasteful style of Louis 
Quatorze. Little time, however, was al¬ 
lowed us for the examination of all this 
splendour. Observing that dinner would 
soon be ready, and that we would doubt¬ 
less wish to attend to our toilet after our 
journey, our host touched a bell, and we 
were severally consigned to the care of a 
gorgeously-attired lackey, with instruc¬ 
tions to conduct us to our respective 
rooms. What my fellow-travellers thought 
of all this unexpected display of grandeur 
and wealth I had no means of ascertain¬ 
ing, but I know that I followed my con¬ 
ductor to my chamber with the feelings 
of one in a bewildering dream. Nor was 
the room into which I was now ushered 


with so much state one whit behind the 
other in the prodigality of its superb ap¬ 
pointments, the contemplation of which 
occupied far more of my attention than 
did my personal appearance. But the 
loud clangor of a bell below warned me 
to hasten ; and, therefore, abandoning my 
examination of these glories until a more 
convenient season, I hurriedly completed 
those changes in my attire which I 
deemed necessary to render myself pre¬ 
sentable, and then, under the same re¬ 
splendent escort, proceeded to rejoin my 
companions. Dinner was almost im¬ 
mediately afterwards announced by the 
maltre d’hbtel, that functionary himself 
preceding us to the dining saloon, where 
a table was spread with every conceivable 
requisite to a perfectly-appointed banquet. 
During the progress of the meal, which 
was served in princely fashion, I cast 
several furtive glances at the Professor, 
to see if his face reflected any signs of that 
profound astonishment which I felt was 
only too plainly depicted on my own ; but 
that imperturbable person apparently re¬ 
garded it all as a matter of course, and 
his face betrayed no more wonderment at 
his surroundings than might have done 
the immobile countenance of an Egyptian 
Sphinx. The conversation, which was 
chiefly maintained by our entertainer and 
the Professor, was of the most general 
description until dessert was reached, 
when the last-named suddenly gave a 
vastly more interesting turn to it, to my 
undisguised joy and satisfaction. 

“ I must confess,” he said seriously, 
addressing the mysterious figure at the 
head of the table, “ that this remarkable 
display of almost regal magnificence on 
the part of one whom I left a few weeks 
ago leading the plainest of lives in a 
desert country, with nothing but bare 
canvas walls to shelter him from the 
scorching blasts of day and the freezing 
dews of night, constitutes a puzzle which 
I freely admit my total inability to solve. 
You will pardon my rudeness in remark¬ 
ing upon this, but I am sure that you will 
be as pleased to tell as I shall be delighted 
to hear how it is that I now meet with 
you under such vastly different circum¬ 
stances.” 

I waited breathlessly for the explana¬ 
tion of this, to me also, inexplicable 
enigma; and I could see that my eager¬ 
ness was fully shared by my companions. 
The Jew toyed idly with his knife for a 
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moment before replying, and then said, in 
‘that same coldly unsympathetic tone which 
I had previously observed and disliked: 

“The explanation of all this, like the 
explanation of most astonishing things, is 
exceedingly simple. When I last saw 
you I was a comparatively poor man, filled 
with a visionary’s dream of recovering a 
long lost treasure.” 

“ And you have done so ? ” burst in 
Graham irrepressibly, his face aflame with 
excitement. “ Then it is all true—this 
story of your great ancestor’s mystic ring, 
which I heard from the lips of your 
brother ? ’’ 

“ You are mistaken, my friend,” replied 
the Jew coldly. “ It is not as you 
imagine. Indeed, so far from this vain 
story being true, I believe it to be nothing 
further than the worthless figment of an 
idle imagination, the impossible pursuit of 
which, I regret to say, has wasted the 
best years of my life.” 

This declaration, so totally opposed to 
everything we had anticipated, filled us all 
with astonishment, but none more so than 
Graham. 

“ Do I understand you, then, to say,” 
he stammered at length, “ that you now 
regard the whole of this story as an abso¬ 
lute myth ? ’’ 


“I do,” was the decisive reply; “and 
I rejoice that I discovered its illusory 
character in time to prevent the remain¬ 
der of my existence being sacrificed to 
such a useless chimera.” He paused for 
a moment, as though allowing us time to 
fully digest this positive statement, and 
then resumed : “ I was about to explain 

how it was that you find me here in the 
altered circumstances to which Herr 
Schultz has just alluded, for surely it is 
unnecessary for me to dwell longer upon 
my obvious reasons for abandoning the 
pursuit of an idle and unprofitable fancy. 
Since I have last seen you,” he continued, 
addressing himself more particularly to 
the Professor, “ a friend of mine, to whom 
I once rendered some particular service, 
has suddenly died, unconditionally be¬ 
queathing to me, to my great surprise, the 
whole of his immense fortune, in recogni¬ 
tion of his gratitude. This house in 
which you now are, together with all its 
appointments, servitors and other belong¬ 
ings, was formerly his property; and I 
beg that you will do me the favour to 
consider it as your own during the re¬ 
mainder of your stay in Paris.” 

This surprising announcement com¬ 
pletely reduced us to silence for the time 
being, though, after all, there was 
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nothing in it which could be said to be 
impossible, or even improbable, still it 
was too vast to be swallowed at a single 
gulp. The Professor was the first to re¬ 
cover himself. 

“ And what, pray,” he asked curiously, 
“ was the name of this princely personage 
who manifested his gratitude in so muni¬ 
ficent a manner ? ” 

And like a thunderclap came the as¬ 
tounding reply: “ His Highness the 

Prince di Ricordo.” 

This amazing information, though its 
effect upon us generally was the same, 
had the result of producing some ludicrous 
and diversified attitudes. Graham sprang 
from his chair in his excitement, with a 
fork still nervously clutched in his hand ; 
I knocked over and smashed a couple of 
wine-glasses by my side, covering them 
over in my confusion with a plate; while 
the Professor held his serviette fluttering 
to and fro between the table and his face 
like Mahomet’s coffin suspended in mid 
air, but otherwise our unanimity was 
wonderful. 

“ The Prince di Ricordo! ” we cried 
simultaneously, and with an utter disre¬ 
gard of all the proprieties. “ The Prince 
di Ricordo ! Impossible ! ” 

Impossible or not, the Jew repeated his 
assertion, and we listened to his tale with 
feelings bordering on dismay. Once, he 
declared, he had been the means of saving 
the Prince’s life ; their mutual researches 
into the various departments of occult 
science had afterwards thrown them much 
together; it was not unnatural that the 
Prince, having no legal heirs, should have 
been prompted by gratitude to thus dis¬ 
pose of his vast wealth, and —voila tout. 

“ But,” I observed uneasily at the con¬ 
clusion of his narrative, “ though you 
have ceased to believe in the existence 
of Solomon’s great talisman, I presume 
you have not altered in your conviction 
that I am menaced by some alarming 
though hidden danger. Might I ask you 
to explain in what this unknown danger 
consists ? ” 

“The danger is past,” was the calm 
and passionless reply. “ It ceased with 
the death of him who, though a friend to 
me, regarded you with implacable ani¬ 
mosity—as an enemy who had deprived 
him of his intended bride.” 

There was no gainsaying the likelihood 
of this. The whole affair, though strange 
to a degree, was not more so than many 


other strange things of this nineteenth 
century ; but alter what I had just heard 
my head was in a whirl, and I was glad 
enough when a pretext occurred to seek 
the seclusion of my room. I had been 
sitting there some time cogitating over 
the exciting events of the day, for I felt 
too much disturbed to think of retiring to 
rest, when I heard a low tapping at my 
door. I rose softly and cautiously opened 
it. To my great relief it was the Professor, 
who, restless like myself, had come to talk 
over the occurrences which were upper¬ 
most in both our minds. But though we 
talked long and earnestly, and though the 
Professor—who, in spite of his erudition, 
was a thorough man of the world—was 
unable to discover any reasonable ground 
of doubt or to detect any flaw in what we 
had heard from the Jew, still he candidly 
admitted there was a great deal more in 
all this than he could at present under¬ 
stand or explain. It was finally arranged, 
however, between us that, as our expedi¬ 
tion to the East had been brought to such 
a premature and inglorious conclusion, 
we should remain for a few days in Paris 
to compensate ourselves in some measure 
for this most disappointing fiasco. I was 
shaking hands with my friend, preparatory 
to bidding him a last good night, when I 
happened to express my surprise that this 
Jew, who now seemed so cold and hard 
and unsympathetic, should have taken 
the trouble to send me, a short time pre¬ 
viously, such a kindly message of warn¬ 
ing. I drew from the circumstance a 
high-toned and exceedingly improving 
moral as to the debasing influences of 
great and unexpected wealth. The Pro¬ 
fessor gave a little shiver, and looked me 
curiously in the face. 

“ My dear Doctor,” he said very slowly 
and gravely, “ what you have just said is 
certainly very true. Sudden wealth will 
often change the heart, but never before 
have I known it to operate in a similar 
manner upon the voice.” 

“ What on earth do you mean ?” I ex¬ 
claimed in great perplexity, and not 
without a certain ill-defined sensation of 
alarm. “ What, in the name of goodness, 
do you expect me to conclude from that ?” 

“Oh, nothing,” he answered rather 
hastily; “ nothing at all. The Ben- 

hanan you have seen to-night is the 
Benhanan of the desert, only clad after 
the European manner, and afflicted also 
with the European fashion of harsh, un- 
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sympathetic speech. Speaking for myself, 
I don’t at all admire the change.” And 
without affording me any chance of re¬ 
plying, he was gone. 

The next morning when we met, our 
host announced that he should be com¬ 
pelled to leave us to our own devices 
during the day, but that he hoped to 
have the pleasure of meeting us all 
again at dinner in the evening. There¬ 
upon a general breaking-up of our 
party ensued. The Professor, after pay¬ 
ing a visit to the Louvre, proposed 
calling upon some friends living the other 
side of the Bois de Boulogne. Graham 
and young Carwardine, whose first visit 
it was to Paris, determined upon a morning 
sight-seeing expedition, while I decided 
in favour of a solitary saunter on the 
Boulevards. Of the noise and bustle of 
these, however, I speedily tired, and I 
turned aside into a quiet by-street in order 
to escape the prevailing confusion, which 
ill accorded with my present humour. 
No sooner had I done so than a voiture, 
most recklessly driven, came dashing 
down upon me at the very moment when 
I was crossing from one side of the road 
to the other. With the utmost difficulty, 
I managed to save myself from being run 
over — indeed, had I not displayed the 
greatest agility, I could not possibly have 
averted such a catastrophe. I called to 
the driver to know what he meant by 
such extraordinary conduct, but his only 
reply was a savage cut at me with the 
butt end of his whip, which would most 
assuredly have stretched my head open 
had I not leaped aside to avoid it, and 
ere I could recover from the stupefaction 
which this further act of violence induced, 
the miscreant had vigorously whipped up 
his horse and disappeared from sight. 

It was in an exceedingly sober frame of 
mind, that I returned to the Boulevard 
Haussmann, where another disagreeable 
shock awaited me. I found Graham 
there in a state of supreme excitement, 
and with also an unpleasant tale to tell. 
He had wandered with Carwardine about 
the streets until they had emerged in the 
Place de la Bastille. The sight of the 
monument inspired Graham with an ir¬ 
resistible desire to ascend it, and, leaving 
his companion at one of the numerous 
adjacent caf6s with a foaming bock in 
front of him, he climbed the toilsome 
staircase and stood on the little over¬ 
hanging ledge on the summit. Whilst 
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engaged in enjoying the view two men, 
who had, unnoticed, followed him up, 
suddenly pounced upon him and endea¬ 
voured with much violence to hurl him 
over the low surrounding railing to the 
ground below. Taken by surprise as he 
was, Graham, who was still, in spite of 
his indisposition, a splendid specimen of 
muscular development, succeeded in 
throwing them off, after a short though 
fierce struggle, and, rushing hastily down 
the tortuous stairway, proceeded to ac¬ 
quaint the gendarme on duty at the 
bottom with this audacious attempt on 
his life. But that superior functionary of 
law and order had listened with a super¬ 
cilious and incredulous smile, and broadly 
hinted his belief that Graham was little 
better than a madman, whose friends 
were greatly neglecting their duty in not 
placing him under restraint. Finding 
that no redress was obtainable in this 
quarter, he made his way to the cafe 
where he had left young Carwardine, but 
to his surprise and dismay he was no¬ 
where to be seen. Full of this double 
misfortune, he had hailed a cab and driven 
back to the Boulevard Haussmann in the 
hope that the other might have preceded 
him home. We were still engaged in 
comparing notes regarding our respective 
adventures when the Professor entered 
hurriedly with a more serious look on his 
face than I ever remembered to have seen 
there before. We told him of the various 
incidents that had happened to Graham 
and myself, and then we found that he, 
too, had yet another experience to narrate, 
and, unfortunately, one even of a more 
serious nature than our own. Returning 
from visiting his friends at the further 
side of the Bois de Boulogne, he had 
selected a secluded portion of the wood as 
offering a short as well as pleasant route 
homewards. Whilst in the most lonely 
part he had been suddenly set upon by 
three strangers who, armed with small 
stilettos, had endeavoured to terminate 
his earthly career in a summary and san¬ 
guinary manner. Fortunately, though the 
odds were seriously against him, he 
retained all his presence of mind, and a 
well-directed blow from his stick stretched 
one of the ruffians at his feet, while a 
scientifically delivered coup de savate 
effected the same result in the case of 
another. The third, perceiving the im¬ 
minence of defeat, hurriedly withdrew, 
like a wise man from the field of battle, 
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abandoning the 
wounded in his 
flight to the ten¬ 
der mercies of 
the victorious 
Professor. 

Though he told 
us the story in a 
semi-humorous 
way, it was easy 
to see that the 
Professor was 
seriously con¬ 
cerned at what 
had taken place, 
and, indeed, 
who could deny 
that there was 
here ample, and 
more than am¬ 
ple, food for the 
gravest reflec¬ 
tion ? It was 
not only that 
such things 
were possible in 
open daylight in 
the capital of 
France, but— 
and this was the 
ominous part of 
it—the lives of 
everyone of our 
little party, with 
the exception of 
young Carwar- 
dine, had been 
attempted 
almost simul¬ 
taneously, and 
with an auda¬ 
city well nigh 
passing belief. 

Moreover, even 
of young Car- 
wardine’s safety 
we were none 

first business on the morrow to see the 
Prefect of Police and lay the whole matter 
before him, in the fervent hope that some 
clue might be found to the rascally would- 
be assassins. As for our young friend, he 
would doubtless return soon; in the 
meantime dinner was ready, and perhaps 
it would be just as well not to wait. And, 
having no suitable reply to make to this 
suggestion, we adjourned to the dining¬ 
room without appetite and with heavy 
hearts. 


too well assured, and we were still eagerly 
discussing what had better be done under 
the circumstances when, to our relief, the 
door was again opened, and the Jew en¬ 
tered the room. 

He listened to what we had to say with 
the utmost attention, and with frowning 
hrows and an expression of obvious and 
high displeasure. It was intolerable, he 
declared emphatically, that such things 
should be possible for one moment in a 
great city like Paris. It should be his 
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But young Carwardine did not return 
that night, nor the next day, nor the next 
night, and with our own experiences fresh 
in our memory, we were consumed with 
anxious fears as to his probable fate. The 
following morning, while it was yet dark, 
the Professor, of whom I had seen nothing 
the preceding day, came hurriedly into 
my room, before I was well able to under¬ 
stand whether I was still dreaming or 
awake. 

44 Get up at once,” he whispered sternly, 
44 and come with me, for I am afraid there 
is bad news of my poor nephew.” And 
as I hastily struggled into my clothes, he 
told me how a body had been fished out 
of the Seine a few hours previously, and 
that from the description which had been 
sent him he had little doubt it was that 
of the unfortunate youth who had started 
so merrily with us a few days ago on this 
fateful and most inauspicious trip. 

The morning was raw and cold, and 
neither of us spoke much during our drive 
to the Prefecture of Police. Our hearts, 
indeed, were too full of melancholy reflec¬ 
tions to permit of conversation. On our 
arrival at that great headquarters for the 
detection of crime we were shown into a 
small reception room, and in the interval 
of waiting which now ensued my com¬ 
panion told me how, alarmed by the 
probability of a serious mischance to his 
nephew of a similar nature to our own, he 
had placed himself in communication with 
the authorities, whose duty it was to look 
after and protect the lives of those within 
the city, over which they stood perpetual 
sentinel, with an urgent request that any 
information regarding the fate of his un¬ 
happy relative should be forwarded to 
him without delay. After the lapse of 
another quarter of an hour we were con¬ 
ducted into the presence of the Prefect 
himself, who told us, in a few kindly and 
sympathetic words, that we must be pre¬ 
pared for the worst, adding that he had 
deputed an officer to accompany us to 
the Morgue. 

The name of that terrible death-house 
fell with an awful chill upon our reluctant 
ears, and full of the most painful anticipa¬ 
tions, we proceeded to that ghastly recep¬ 
tacle of the unknown dead of Paris, under 
the escort of the plain-clothes official 
assigned to us by the Chief of Police. 
Our most gloomy fears were speedily 
realised, for there on a marble slab be¬ 
hind the thick glass wall lay the body of 
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the fair-haired youth, whose unlucky asso¬ 
ciation with this ill-fated expedition had 
cost him nothing less than his life. 

I left the Professor to make the neces¬ 
sary arrangements for the disposal of the 
remains, and returned to the Boulevard 
Haussmann with a firm determination to 
quit this accursed place at once and for 
ever. I found the Jew and Graham at 
breakfast, and to them I told the object of 
my melancholy pilgrimage in the early 
morning. Graham was profoundly affected, 
and even the Jew seemed visibly moved 
at my story. By way of diverting our 
minds from this sorrowful event, as he 
said, he proposed, at the conclusion of the 
meal, an inspection of the jewel vault of 
the late Prince di Ricordo, in which, he 
asserted, was stored such an assemblage 
of precious stones as seldom, if ever, had 
been seen before in the collection of a 
single private individual. We yielded a 
languid assent, for until the Professor re¬ 
turned, and I could arrange with him to 
leave Paris without indecent haste, it was 
immaterial to me how I employed my 
time. We therefore descended to the 
basement, where our conductor unlocked 
a massive iron door, and we entered the 
treasure-room of the man from whom I 
had once wrested a greater jewel than 
any which it had ever by any chance con¬ 
tained. 

Truly it was a dazzling, bewildering 
spectacle which that iron-wrapt vault 
presented. On every side hung strings of 
diamonds, emeralds, rubies, sapphires, 
pearls—flashing back their myriad colours 
upon us as the rays from the lamp which 
the Jew held aloft touched their polished 
surfaces and lighted them into life. There 
were drawers full of jewels such as an 
Eastern monarch never even dreamed of. 
The rarest and most costly opals glowed 
with their hidden fires ; carbuncles large 
as hen’s eggs blazed out in all their blood- 
red beauty—it was a scene of such incom¬ 
parable fascination that we could not 
repress a low murmur of admiration as we 
stood gazing at it with wonder-filled eyes. 
A mocking laugh, followed by sudden 
darkness, and the clang of closing iron re¬ 
called us to a sense of our position. We 
turned hastily round. Heavens! We 
were alone ! the door was shut! we stood 
there prisoners ! enclosed in a magnificent 
living tomb! 

I pass over our sensations as we gra¬ 
dually realised the frightful hopelessness 


THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 


406 

of our situation. How that dreadful day 
wore out, to be succeeded by night as we 
supposed, for we had no means of ascer¬ 
taining positively the time, and then again 
by another day, and yet another and 
another, I prefer to pass over in silence. 
Our tortures were intense. Hunger, 
thirst, sleeplessness—all these the trea¬ 
sures around us only served to aggravate 
beyond belief. For our fate seemed cer¬ 
tain. We were undoubtedly destined 
never to leave that horrible place alive. 

It was on the fifth day of our imprison¬ 
ment—as we afterwards found out—when 
we heard voices for the first time. Im¬ 
mediately afterwards the door was flung 
open, there was a great blaze of light, and 
I fell into the outstretched arms of the 
Professor, behind whom stood a commis¬ 
sary of police and half-a-dozen officers 
gazing curiously, as well they might, at 
the strange scene before them. We were 
carefully conveyed from our splendid dun¬ 
geon to the air and light and life above, 
where we received every consideration 
which anxious thought could dictate, but 
it was some time before we fully recovered 
from this terrible shock to our systems. 
At last, however, I felt sufficiently strong 
to enquire of our deliverer how he had 
managed to effect our rescue. His reply 
was brief but pregnant with weighty in¬ 
formation. Unable to get rid of the idea 
that there was something more than mere 
coincidence in the various attempts upon 
our lives, he had resolved to abstain from 
returning to the Jew’s house, procuring a 
watch to be set upon it instead. Finding 
that neither Graham nor myself made our 
reappearance he repaired again to the 
Prefect of Police, who ordered a search of 
the house to be made. This resulted in 
nothing, and a second fared no better. 
But the Professor was not to be daunted. 
Convinced that we were immured some¬ 
where within the building he, not without 
difficulty, obtained leave to make a third 
and final search, with the happy issue 
which I have set forth to the best of my 
ability above. 

“ But where was the Jew all this time ? ” 
I enquired, when he had finished. 

“The Jew, as you style him, seems to 
have utterly and entirely disappeared— 
vanished, in fact, completely into space— 
from the very commencement of your 
imprisonment.” 

“ When did you first begin to suspect 
there was anything wrong ? ” I asked, 


when I had digested all this a little 
further. 

“ I hardly know,” was the grave reply. 
“Almost from the first moment I heard 
his voice, I think. Read that.” And the 
Professor drew from his pocket a telegram 
and held it out towards me. 

I seized it eagerly. It was from Cairo, 
and was nearly a week old. It was very 
brief “ Benhanan is here,” was all it 
said, and it was signed simply “ Darley.” 
I read it over and over again, but I could 
make nothing of it, and I handed it back 
to the Professor, and looked at him en¬ 
quiringly. 

“ Yes,” he said reflectively, “ Benhanan 
is still in Egypt. Lucky, wasn’t it, that I 
thought of telegraphing to a friend of mine, 
who is staying at Shepheard’s Hotel, and 
ascertaining this fact as soon as I did ? ” 

“Then this Benhanan that we have 
seen-” I began feebly. 

“ Is not the real Benhanan at all,” was 
the startling and almost incredible reply. 

“ Not the real Benhanan at all! ” I 
repeated mechanically. “ Then, who, in 
the name of goodness-” 

“Listen,” interrupted the Professor, 
speaking very seriously. “ Let me at 
once frankly confess that the events of the 
past week have convinced me that there 
is more truth in the story of Solomon’s 
signet than I was previously prepared to 
believe. It cannot be denied that both 
you and Graham have been most strangely 
brought into contact with those professing 
to be the rightful heirs to this talismanic 
ring. Furthermore, it is equally certain 
that the very greatest efforts have been 
made to prevent your meeting with the 
real Benhanan. Bearing in mind these 
two important facts, and remembering 
also that we have been actually stopping 
in the house of the Prince di Ricordo, who 
likewise claims affinity with the great 
Jewish king, it seems to me that but one 
conclusion from all this is possible.” 

There was no need to ask what that 
conclusion was. It was only too plainly 
apparent. The Prince had lured us there 
with an evident view to our complete 
destruction, lest we should in any way 
interfere with the plans which he himself 
had doubtless formed for the discovery of 
this all-powerful ring. But there was yet 
a still more disturbing thought behind. 
What mortal could have personated Ben¬ 
hanan with such success as to deceive 
even the critical eye of the Professor ? 
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To this question neither of us could return 
an answer in any way satisfactory to our¬ 
selves. There was one solution which 
occurred simultaneously to both our 
minds, but we hesitated to put it into 
words. With a great effort, however, I 
did so at last. 

“ Professor,” I said solemnly, “ that 
was no mortal which met you at St. 
Lazare, and brought us to this most ac¬ 
cursed house. It must have been-” 

I paused. The Professor completed the 
sentence for me. 

“ A spirit/* he said, looking straight in 
my face. And I felt that he had, indeed, 
spoken nothing but the truth. 

It would have been well had we deter¬ 
mined to pause here while still, so to 
speak, on the very threshold of our under¬ 
taking, and reckon up carefully the pro¬ 
bable cost of our future advance, having 
regard to the gravity of recent events, and 
the ominous shadows which they projected 
into the future. Nothing of the sort, 
however, was even suggested by either of 
my companions, who were both on fire to 
proceed. Neither was there matter for 
great* surprise in this. When, alas, did 
mortals ever yet elect to listen to the soft 
and timid voice of prudence in preference 
to following the masterful dictates of hot 
and eager curiosity ? And certainly there 
was much justification for our pushing 
forward. Many things which now ap¬ 
peared to us altogether inexplicable it was 
more than likely would have a sharp and 
lurid light thrown on them, did we but 
succeed eventually in obtaining an inter¬ 
view with the real Benhanan. We were 


not, however, allowed to leave Paris with¬ 
out receiving a friendly warning which 
should have affected us far more than it 
did. 

It came from the Prefect of Police. 
That high functionary actually did us the 
honour to call upon us in person the 
following morning, somewhat to our dis¬ 
may at first, for we immediately jumped 
to the conclusion that his unexpected 
appearance in our midst boded further 
disaster of some sort or other to ourselves. 
But no; we were mistaken. He had, he 
said, merely called for the purpose of 
affixing the official seals to the contents 
of the Prince di Ricordo’s house, of which,, 
in the absence of any tangible owner, he 
now took formal possession in the name 
of the law. This accomplished, he turned 
somewhat abruptly to the Professor and 
remarked : 

“Ifyou and your friends will take good 
advice, you will give this Prince di Ricordo 
and his associates a very wide berth in 
the future. He is a man of the most 
dangerous parts, and when, as I assure 
you, he is able with impunity to defy the 
entire police of this powerful country as 
often and as long as he chooses to do so, 
you may easily judge what little chance 
you possess of thwarting him in any 
matter upon which he has set his heart. 
You will comprehend. A word to the 
wise is always sufficient.” 

But to us it was not sufficient. In 
spite of all this, nay, even in very con¬ 
sequence of it, we determined to lose no 
time in resuming forthwith our journey 
to the East. 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 



The D ance of Death. 

From the French of GEORGES DA MPT. 


“ r*OU must go and fetch the death- 
watcher,” said Mother Cadet, 
C> as she wiped away, with the 
corner of her apron, a great tear which 
was shining on her cheek. “ Do you hear 
me, Annette ? This is the twelfth sleepless 
night that we have passed, my girl; I don’t 
blame the poor, dear man ; but now that 
he is gone, our presence can’t do him any 
good, and we must get some sleep.” 

Annette fetched her hood and her sabots 
and her lantern, and went out. 

The great, dim room was lighted by two 
smoky candles, which stood on a small 
table, and cast their yellow and flickering 
rays across the face of the dead man. 
There he lay in his great Burgundian bed, 
with its curtains of blue serge; the sharp 
joints of his bony knees outlined under the 
sheet, his jaw fastened up with a chin- 
strap, on his head a high cotton nightcap, 
with a tassel. He seemed to be slumbering 
in the calm sleep of a tired vineyard-dres¬ 
ser. Between the two candles stood a 
soup-plate, filled with holy water, in which 
lay a bunch of box, and every time that 
Mother Cadet passed the bed of her old 
husband, she shook the branch mechani¬ 
cally and sprinkled some drops over the 
corpse. 

Annette had not yet returned; so Mother 
Cadet began to put the room tidy; she 
carried off the phials which encumbered the 
furniture, and, with the instinctive dislike 
that the peasants have for all that comes 
out of a chemist’s shop, emptied their con¬ 
tents out of a window, only keeping such 
bottles as had ornamental labels. 

By this time everything was in order; 
the sink well scrubbed and the pails re¬ 
filled, the table pushed away into a corner, 
the bread-bin cleaned and shut up, and the 
red plates on the dresser arranged in their 
proper lines. 

She heard footsteps on the road, then 
the voices of the two women, who stopped 
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talking as they neared the house. It was 
Annette with Marie-Jeanne. 

Marie-Jeanne was the wife of the bell¬ 
ringer, who performed, at the same time, 
the functions of sacristan ; he also beat the 
drum on Sundays, to give the public notice 
of the day when the vintage or grape- 
gathering was to begin. It is Marie- 
Jeanne who watches all the dead folks in 
our parts, and when she is angry with any 
one in our village, she never fails to say to 
him with a sinister look : “ Wait a bit, till 
I have the watching of you, old man ! ” 

All the same, everyone liked Marie- 

i eanne. For one thing, there is no one 
er equal for telling ghastly stories about 
the dead who “ walk,” or of former inhabi¬ 
tants of the village who were buried alive, 
and discovered the next day stark naked 
outside their graves. The women grow 
pale as they listen to her, but the men 
secretly admire her. 

And then, besides, Marie-Jeanne never 
says No to a draught of sour wine ; she is 
not one of those affected creatures who 
stick at a second glass ; she would never 
water her wine and spoil the good God’s 
gifts. That’s the sort of woman we like 
in our parts—as hardworking and enduring 
as a man, and the mother of bouncing 
children. 

“ Good-day, Mother Cadet,” she cried, 
pushing the door open. “ So he’s gone— 
your poor old husband ? Ah ! the dear 
man ; how quiet he is.” 

Then, by force of habit, she popped 
down on her knees and mumbled a few 
appropriate words. In a short time she 
rose and walked round the bed, giving it 
little pats, drawing up the shroud over the 
crossed hands—well skilled in all such 
lugubrious details—and bestowing all her 
attention on the dead man. 

“ Did he suffer much at the last ? " she 
asked. 

“ No,*’ replied Mother Cadet; “ he ex- 
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pired quite peacefully — like a candle 
flickering out.” 

And thereupon great tears coursed 
rapidly from her eye?, and grievous sobs 
shook her breast. 

“ Come, come, don’t take on so, Mother 
Cadet,” exclaimed Marie-Jeanne in her 
hoarse voice; “it’s all for the best, devil 
take it. Once our hour has come, see 
you, the cleverest doctors in the world are 
no good. Go to bed, mother, and you too, 
my girl; and make up a good fire in the 
bakehouse, so that you needn’t shake with 
ague in your beds.” 

After this, Mother Cadet and Annette 
went off quietly. 

As soon as she found herself alone, 
Marie-Jeanne began her preparations for 
her watch. She kicked a bundle of twigs 
on to the hearth, and threw on the top of 
it two or three blocks of oak, which began 
to crackle with a great shower of sparks. 
Then she stacked up her brazier with 
charcoal and hot cinders, drew her knit¬ 
ting out of her pocket, and sat down near 
the corpse, with her feet to the fire. 

Outside the wind shrieked with rage, 
lashing against the frosted windows the 
snow which had now begun to fall. 

Marie-Jeanne, shivering with cold, went 
on knitting, her eyes fixed on the dead 
man, whilst her fingers mechanically 
moved the steel needles and unrolled the 
wool. At the end of a quarter of an hour’s 
work her eyes closed, her hands dropped 
the stocking just begun, her head drooped 
on her bosom, and loud snoring echoed 
through the silence of the great room. 

Suddenly, the door of the bakehouse 
opened, and Annette appeared in her night¬ 
dress, holding a candle in her hand. 

“Marie-Jeanne!” she cried from the 
threshold, afraid to enter the chamber 
of death. 

The watcher slept so profoundly that 
she heard nothing. 

“Marie-Jeanne!” repeated the young 
girl still louder. Only a snore answered 
her appeal. 

“Marie-Jeanne!” she cried again for 
the third time. 

The old woman awoke with a start, her 
eyes starting with fear, and ashamed at 
having been caught napping. 

“ Well, what’s the matter ? ” she ex¬ 
claimed. Good gracious \ aren’t you asleep 
yet ? What do you want ? ” 

“ I forgot to- tell you that mother put 
some bread and sugar for you in the wine- 
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bin. If you are hungry, take what you 
want.” 

“ All right, all right,” grumbled Marie- 

J eanne; “ go to bed, my girl. If I’m 
ungry, I’ll eat, never fear.” 

She resumed her knitting; the snow¬ 
storm grew wilder; great gusts of wind 
roared through the roof and shook the cot¬ 
tage ; at every gust the smoke blew out 
of the chimney in puffs. 

The battle of the winds outside the walls 
kept Marie-Jeanne awake; for an hour or 
two she got on very well; the knitting 
grew rapidly, as the fine stitches slipped 
along the needles. All of a sudden she 
remembered, as in a dream, Annette’s 
words; a burning thirst consumed her 
throat. With limbs cramped from long 
sitting, she rose, and staggered over to the 
wine-bin. She drew from it two or three 
bottles of claret, a pint of marc* and some 
sugar. She took a glass from the dresser, 
filled it, and drank it off at one gulp; but 
the wine was icy cold, and froze her gullet. 
The cold increased; it was nearly mid¬ 
night ; Marie-Jeanne felt chilly shudders 
running down her back; her blood con¬ 
gealed. 

“ Well, I am an idiot! ” she murmured; 
“ instead of freezing my inside with this 
icy wine, I might make myself a good 
drink of hot wine; I’ve got all I want 
here, claret, marc and sugar. I can’t let 
myself freeze in this horrible weather.” 

She took down a saucepan, poured into 
it two or three tumblers of wine, a handful 
of lumps of sugar, and some brandy, and 
put it on the fire. Very soon the decoction 
began to bubble in the saucepan, exhaling 
a delicious odour. Marie-Jeanne, who was 
an accomplished gourmande and a Burgun¬ 
dian to her backbone, snuffed up the air 
with nostrils dilated at the good cheer. 
When the wine was boiled to a turn, 
Marie-Jeanne drew it off the fire and 
swallowed it in little sips. 

She rubbed her stomach with satisfac¬ 
tion, congratulating herself on her happy 
inspiration. 

“ Oh, my! how good it is! ” she muttered 
between her teeth, whilst she cast regretful 
looks on the smoking saucepan, which 
grew emptier every moment. 

When she had drunk it all up, and when 
the last sugary drop had slipped between 
her lips from her tilted glass, Marie-Jeanne 
returned to her seat near the corpse. 

* A coarse wine, made after the last pressing of the 
grapes. 
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But she seemed to have grown nervous 
and restless ; she was afraid of growing 
cold again, and she did not want to go to 
sleep again either—it gives you the jumps 
to wake up with a start beside a corpse. 
There is nothing like hot wine to warm up 
your blood and keep you awake ; why had 
she boiled only one saucepanful for her¬ 
self? And now she began to feel as 
hungry as a wolf. 

Her eyes wandered upwards to the 
black beams, whence hung great sides of 
bacon, with their shining skins, long golden 
sausages and festoons of fat saveloys, 
which sent forth a savoury odour of garlic ; 
on a crate, suspended by two laths were 
tiny round cheeses, from which dripped 
curds and cream. 

Marie-Jeanne yawned two or three 
times, and could not make up her mind. 
She rose from her chair and walked round 
the room, stamping her feet to warm 
them, and casting longing glances at the 
tempting victuals. 

Suddenly she came to a decision, walked 
straight up to the table and dragged it 
into the middle of the room ; with a knife 
in her hand, she climbed on to it, cut a 
long slice of bacon, unhooked a festoon of 
saveloys, chose the strongest-smelling of 
the cheeses, and got down again. On the 
brightly blazing nre she put a large sauce¬ 
pan, and poured into it two bottles of 
wine and three glasses of brandy. Then, 
in the presence of the dead old man. 
stiffened by the cold, began a Pantagruelic 
feast; the old gourmandiser threw herself 
into it, heart and soul; the tit-bits disap¬ 
peared down her throat as if by magic. 
The bacon went first, saveloy followed 
saveloy, and between each mouthful she 
swallowed a gulp of hot wine, renewing 
the mixture in the boiling saucepan as 
fast as it diminished, and throwing in, ad 
libitum , the claret and marc and lumps of 
sugar. The bottles grew empty, the 
saveloys disappeared, the loaf of bread 
grew rapidly less, but still Marie-Jeanne’s 
jaw worked away without cessation, as if 
it had done no work for a fortnight! 
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But the keenest hunger is at last satis¬ 
fied, and when she had finished the cheeses 
Marie-Jeanne pulled up half suffocating 
and gasping for breath. Her cheeks were 
flushed from the exertion of gobbling; she 
could scarcely swallow another mouthful 
—she had to wash them down with gulps 
of wine. At last the saucepan was 
empty. 

When she tried to get up, Marie-Jeanne 
felt her legs giving way under her; the 
table, the chairs, the dresser and the 
cuckoo in its wooden house, seemed to be 
curvetting all round her in a giddy dance; 
even Daddy Cadet in his great, white bed, 
seemed to be spinning round and round 
also, as if awaked from his eternal slumber. 

To fortify her courage, she made a snatch 
at the bottle of marc, and, putting the 
mouth of it to her lips, drank it at one 
gulp. This was the climax ! The dance 
of the furniture turned into a weird whirl, 
an infernal country-dance ; the dresser set 
to the wine-bin, and Daddy Cadet, draped 
in his shroud, executed intricate capers 
before the delirious cuckoo. Marie- Teanne 
tried vainly to hold on to the table; the 
table dragged her along in its course and 
pitched her on to her nose ; she tried to sit 
down on her chair; the chair rolled over, 
jogged about and turned in such a frenzied 
manner that she had to let go of it also. 
Every piece of furniture, one after another, 
refused its support to her. 

Then swaying and staggering, zigzag¬ 
ging first here, then there, with parched 
lips and glassy eyes, Marie-Jeanne ap¬ 
proached the bed. 

In the twinkle of an eye, she undressed 
herself, pushed the corpse to the edge of 
the bed, blew out the candle, and slipped 
in between the sheets. 

* * ❖ 

On the following morning, when Annette 
entered the chamber of death, she saw 
through a slit in the curtains, two heads 
under the shroud. Marie-Jeanne was 
snoring stertorously on the breast of Daddy 
Cadet ! 
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Part II. 

The Search for the Signet. 
Adventure the Second. 

E did not form a particularly 
cheerful trio—the Professor, 
Graham and myself—as we 
once more set forth on our travels with 
our faces towards the East. The un¬ 
timely death of young Carwardine was 
sufficient of itself to cause us great de¬ 
pression of spirits. Considered in conjunc¬ 
tion with the late strange and persistent 
attempts on our lives in the French capital, 
it had the effect of plunging the whole 
of our small party in a profound gloom, 
which lasted well nigh without intermission 
until our arrival at that curious conglomer¬ 
ation of the old world and the new, Cairo. 
The misgivings which I, not unnaturally 
after our experiences in Paris, entertained 
as to the ultimate result of our expedition 
would have been quite enough to have in¬ 
duced me to abandon its further prosecu¬ 
tion altogether, had not a feeling of pride 
prevented me from openly saying what I 
thought, and recommending the relinquish¬ 
ment of what I could not now refrain from 
considering a vain and foolish enterprise. 
But, notwithstanding the ominous nature 
of recent occurrences, both my companions 
seemed obstinately bent on pushing for¬ 
ward, and I therefore maintained a com¬ 
plete taciturnity as to what was really 
uppermost in my mind. I was upheld, 
moreover, in this reserve by a great, and 
at times, overpowering, curiosity to see 
the termination of this extraordinary affair, 


upon which we had, as it now seemed, so 
rashly and inconsiderately embarked. So 
I continued to hold my peace and possess 
my soul in such patience as best I might 
until at last I found myself, for the first 
time in my life, in what the Professor de¬ 
lighted to euphemistically designate as the 
Land of the Pharaohs. 

To the Professor, of course, the scene 
which now met our eyes was by no means 
novel; but to me it possessed all that 
subtle charm of fascination which steals 
over the soul so delightfully when the tra¬ 
veller enters what is to him, practically, a 
new and undiscovered country. The 
motley crowds, the strange cries, the rich 
colours, the sense of life and bustle, the 
curious intermingling of Oriental and 
Western sights, all combined to enchant 
and rivet my attention. But the Professor, 
to whom all this was as familiar as Bond 
Street in the height of the London season, 
indeed very much more so, regarded none 
of these things with more than passing 
interest, being chiefly concerned to get us 
to our hotel in safety as soon as possible. 
To my considerable regret, the famous 
Shepheard’s was passed over, our guide 
being desirous of attracting as little at¬ 
tention as possible, and selecting in pre¬ 
ference a less frequented establishment 
overlooking the celebrated gardens of the 
Esbekieh. But the next day, when the 
Professor had, after many and oft-repeated 
warnings to us to be careful what we did 
and where we went in his absence, de¬ 
parted in search of news concerning the 
mysterious Benhanan, Graham and I set 
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forth on a little exploring expedition on 
our own account. The morning passed 
all too quickly for us, and we returned to 
our hotel at one o’clock for dejeuner with 
no small amount of reluctance. After we 
had finished our meal, which we did with¬ 
out any signs of the Professor, we ad¬ 
journed to the verandah for the purpose 
of a quiet smoke and a further contem¬ 
plation of the scene without. Though it 
was midwinter, the air was as soft and 
balmy as an English summer’s day in June, 
and we sat there contentedly enjoying the 
gentle breeze and lazily watching the va¬ 
rious jugglers, who were performing their 
modern miracles in front of us, in the 
hope, of course, of receiving the inevitable 


backsheesh at the end. Many of the 
tricks were very stale. I had myself 
seen them better done in England; 
but a few were highly interesting and 
altogether inexplicable, more especi¬ 
ally some performed with animated 
and fiercely-hissing serpents by a tall, 
dignified looking man, who might very 
well have been an all-powerful sheik 
of the desert, instead of a common con¬ 
jurer, so far as his calm and almost dis¬ 
dainful manner went. One in particular 
—an almost exact reproduction of the 
one performed thousands of years ago 
in the presence of the flinty-hearted 
Pharaoh — pleased me so much lay 
reason of the striking dexterity with 
which it was executed, that I rewarded 
the performer with a much larger gra¬ 
tuity than he apparently expected. To 
my astonishment, he murmured his 
thanks in excellent French, adding 
thereto a sentence in a lower tone which 
1 failed to catch, and speedily disap¬ 
peared among his fellows. 

In the evening, as the Professor still 
failed to put in an appearance, we sat 
for some time at one of the numerous 
Arabian cafes, surrounded by little red 
flags and effectively lighted by fantasti¬ 
cally shaped paper lanterns, which threw 
uncertain colours upon our faces as we 
drank our bocks with all the fervour of 
the most inveterate of Parisian boulevar- 
diers, and watched at the same time the 
changeful and restless crowd as it flitted 
to and fro before our eyes. Whilst 
thus delightfully engaged, a superb 
equipage drove past where we were 
sitting, and my attention was at once 
irresistibly attracted to its solitary 
occupant. This was a magnificently 
attired woman, cast in the most volup¬ 
tuous form of Oriental beauty, but with¬ 
out the slightest trace of that tendency 
to over embonpoint which the Orientals 
so much admire, but which is so objec¬ 
tionable to European eyes. As the 
carriage approached us, its motion gradu¬ 
ally became slower and slower, until, 
when nearly opposite to the table at 
which we were seated, the horses were 
barely moving at more than a walking 
pace. While I was still gazing at this 
charming apparition, I was surprised 
beyond measure to see the shapely head 
turned in our direction, with the large, 
limpid eyes beaming languorously upon us 
and the rich, red lips half parted in a 
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bewilderingly seductive smile. Then, all 
at once the driver whipped up his horses 
and the beatific vision passed rapidly out 
of our sight. I turned to Graham, with 
some light remark upon my tongue, which 
died away unspoken as I beheld the 
extraordinary appearance of his face. 
Usually pale, and even dejected at times, 
it was now aflame with vivid colour and 
animation, while his eyes, with a strange 
and indescribable glitter in them, were 
fixed intently in the direction taken by the 
departing carriage. I grasped his arm, 
gently at first, but afterwards with a 
tighter grip, but he 
never altered his posi¬ 
tion. So far as move¬ 
ment was concerned, 
he might have been 
suddenly transformed, 
into a statue of stone. 

Alarmed by this sud¬ 
den immobility, I at 
length shook him some¬ 
what roughly, and not 
till then did he mani¬ 
fest the slightest con¬ 
sciousness of his pre¬ 
roundings. 

“ Come, Graham,” 

I exclaimed rather 
crossly, “wake up, or 
you will be having 
people wondering if 
you have suddenly 
seen a ghost; though, 
to be sure,” I added 
hastily, on catching 
sight of the peculiar 
light in his eyes, “you 
do not look by any 
means so white as 
ghost seers are 
monly supposed to do.” 

I said this because, 
to tell the truth, I was 
a little bit scared by 
the curious and alto¬ 
gether indefinable look 
upon his face. My 
words at first appeared 
to have little or no 
effect upon him, but 
slowly the colour faded 
out of his cheeks, the 
incomprehensible light 
died out of his eyes, 
and my companion 


once more resumed in a measure his wonted 
appearance. 

“ Yes,” he said, dreamily, and his voice 
had a singular, far away intonation which. 
I had not before observed, “you are right. 
I suppose I must have appeared absurdly 
abstracted for the moment, but my mind 
just then was elsewhere. I must really 
apologise for my unintentional rudeness. 
Come,” he continued, indifferently, simu¬ 
lating a yawn ; “ the hour grows late ; let 
us return to the hotel and see if there is 
any news of the Professor.” 

It was true—the hour was growing late,. 

and I also was- 
anxious to hear 
something of the 
Professor. Still, 
this sudden de¬ 
sire on the part 
of my companion 
to get back to the 
hotel, combined 
with the remark¬ 
able alteration I 
had just witnes¬ 
sed in his demea¬ 
nour, filled me 
with a sense of 
uneasiness.which 
his unusual and 
persistent taci¬ 
turnity during 
our walk home¬ 
wards in no¬ 
wise served to- 
dispel. The hope 
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which I entertained that we might find 
the Professor awaiting our arrival, how¬ 
ever, was destined to disappointment. 
Nothing whatever had been heard of him 
during the day, which was the more dis¬ 
turbing as he had intimated that he 
should, in any case, return at nightfall, if 
not before. Graham, rejecting my offer 
of another cigar, immediately retired to 
his room, leaving me to stop up and 
meditate at my leisure upon the scenes 
and incidents of the day, or to follow his 
example and seek repose in slumber, ac¬ 
cording as I thought fit. I chose the 
latter course, passing a restless night, op¬ 
pressed by a thousand nameless mis¬ 
givings which, I told myself, were al¬ 
together ridiculous and unnecessary, but 
which I found it impossible to get quit of, 
nevertheless. I rose early, fervently pray¬ 
ing that the Professor might not fail to 
turn up during the next few hours, and 
then, sallying forth from the hotel, en¬ 
deavoured to banish my disagreeable 
apprehensions by a walk in the Esbekieh 
Gardens. The morning was superb, as 
mornings in Cairo generally are, and I 
strolled gently up and down the well-kept 
avenues with a matutinal cigar between 
my teeth, admiring the fresh beauty of the 
tastefully laid out grounds. Under that 
pure, transparent, dark blue Eastern sky, 
without a solitary speck upon it, save for 
one large eagle floating majestically over 
head, I slowly recovered in some degree 
my lost composure, and I was in no hurry 
to return to the hot hotel. I was still 
pacing thoughtfully backwards and for¬ 
wards, enjoying the peaceful calm which 
seemed to pervade all things, when sud¬ 
denly I felt a light touch on my elbow. I 
turned round hastily, thinking it might be 
Graham, when, to my great surprise, I 
found standing before me, in an attitude 
in which deference was strangely mingled 
with haughty dignity, the juggler whose 
singular performance the previous day 
had so greatly excited my curiosity and 
interest. Remembering his proficiency 
in the French language, I bade him a 
friendly “ Good morning ” in that tongue 
and waited carelessly for him to state 
what he wanted with me. supposing that 
my unusual liberality had aroused the 
inherent cupidity of his nature, and that, 
like Oliver Twist, he had come to ask for 
more. But in this uncharitable supposi¬ 
tion, however, I was altogether mistaken, 
for, addressing me in fluent French that 


need not have shamed a Parisian, he said 
gravely: 

“ I have to ask your forgiveness for this 
liberty which I have taken; but I saw last 
night that your friend was exceedingly 
struck with the appearance and manner of 
the Siren.” 

“ Of the what ? ” I said, in some aston¬ 
ishment, not being quite certain whether I 
had heard him aright. 

“ Of the Siren,” he repeated with calm 
deliberation : “ from the power of whose 
evil eye may the Great Master of the 
Universe deliver us in safety. Not,” he 
added immediately, “ that I would wish to 
suppose that your friend would be so 
foolish as to fall an easy prey to her seduc¬ 
tive wiles ; but it is better to be forewarned 
and then one can also be forearmed.” 

“ Who is this person of whom you so 
boldly speak ? ” I enquired, with a sudden 
sinking at the heart, “ and in what, pray, 
does her peculiar power consist, that you 
take it upon yourself to warn me against 
her in this fashion ? ” 

The man looked cautiously around be¬ 
fore replying. Then, with his voice sunk 
almost to a whisper, he said : 

“ This woman, whom I have called the 
Siren—for by that name is she best known 
in certain quarters—is the wife of the rich 
and powerful Hussein Pacha. The exact 
nature of her influence, apart from her 
extreme beauty—for she is very beautiful 
—is a mystery. Some say one thing, 
some another, and there are not wanting 
those who declare that both she and her 
husband are in direct league with the Evil 
One—from whom may Allah preserve us ! 
If that be so or not, it would be unbecom¬ 
ing for me to say, but of this one may be 
sure—that never yet hath any fallen into 
her toils and escaped therefrom with his 
life. I could tell you of many such, but I 
have already spoken. Listen, therefore, 
to the warning voice of thy servant; watch 
vigilantly over thy friend, and let him not 
stray more from thy side than possible, for 
it seemeth to me that this Siren hath even 
now marked him for her own, and if it be 
so, may Allah have mercy on his unhappy 
soul, for she will have none.” 

This extraordinary speech produced such 
a stupefying effect upon me that for some 
moments I stood gazing vacantly at the 
speaker without being able to conjure up 
anything to say which seemed to me to 
be at all appropriate to the occasion. 
Suddenly, a loud hiss, as of a serpent. 
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caused me to hastily turn my head in some 
alarm, and when I looked again the man had 
gone. 

I retraced my steps to the hotel, pondering 
this strange interview as I went ; but the more 
I considered it the more perplexed did I become. 
The man did not seem to be in any way an im¬ 
postor ; and, besides, he had nothing whatever 
to gain by what he had just told me. Yet I 
could scarcely imagine that he had given me 
this warning from purely philanthropic motives ; 
and I wandered to myself what amount of cre¬ 
dence I was justified in giving to the bare word 
of a stranger and a mere common juggler to boot 
at that. All the same, I could not but admit to 
myself that in this enterprise, fraught with dis¬ 
aster, as it had been from the very first, it w-as 
impossible to sav from what new quarter fresh 
danger might assail us next. I anathematized 
the Professor for being absent at such a critical 
time; I cursed Graham 
for a silly, irresolute 
fool, and I imprecated 
all manner of evil upon 
my own head for hav¬ 
ing allowed myself to 
be led into such a wiid- 
goose chase with my 
eyes wide open. And, 
communing with my¬ 
self in this way, I 
reached the hotel. 

Graham was up, and, 

I could see at once, in 
a very peculiar mood. 

He nearly snapped my 
head off when I en¬ 
quired if he had yet 
broken his fast, and 
became positively rude 
when I asked him if he 
had heard or seen any¬ 
thing of the Professor. 

He showed so unmis¬ 
takably his desire to 
be left alone that I con¬ 
cluded the best thing I 
could do was to fall in 
with his whim, taking 
care, however, not to 
let him out of my sight, 
if such a thing were to 
be managed without 
his suspecting that I 
was keeping up any 
sort of espionage upon 
his movements. To my 
great relief, he mani¬ 
fested no disposition to THE MAN t 


go out into the town, and we passed 
the morning on the verandah, smok¬ 
ing in solemn and uncomfortable 
silence, each occupied w'ith his own, 
and as far as I was concerned, at 
any rate, exceedingly disagreeable 
thoughts. 

About noon, to my great joy and, 
likewise, consternation, a message 
arrived from the Professor. He was 
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at Shepheard’s Hotel, whither he begged 
me to hasten at once, as he had news 
of moment to communicate brooking 
no delay. I was now upon the horns 
of a dilemma. If I left the hotel, Gra¬ 
ham might seize the opportunity of taking 
a stroll, and might thus perchance meet 
with the very person 1 was most anxious 
he should avoid. On the other hand, 

1 dared not neglect the Professor’s ur¬ 
gent summons, and so, like a skilful 
tactician, I endeavoured to get over 
the difficulty by inviting Graham to 
accompany me. Whether he suspected 
my design or no, I could not, of course, 
say, but, anyhow, he very promptly and 
flatly declined to do anything of the kind. 
I had thus no alternative but to set forth 
alone, which I consequently did, mentally 
resolving that I would treat the Professor 
to an uncommonly finely developed 
mauvais quart d'lieurc when I did see him, 
for having so basely deserted me for so 
long a period, without leaving behind the 
slightest trace of his movements or where¬ 
abouts in the interim. As I was about to 
enter Shepheard’s I was met by a man, 
whom I took to be one of the officials of 
the hotel, with the information that the 
Professor had been obliged to go out for a 
few moments, and begged that I would 
have the kindness to await his return. 
This I did, with my choler ' still slowly 
rising the while, until, when nearly an 
hour and a half had passed in this 
manner, it reached such a pitch that I 
rang the bell and requested to know how 
much longer it was likely I should have 
to wait. To my astonishment and stupe¬ 
faction, I was politely informed that the 
Professor, who was well known there, had 
not been in the hotel that day, that they 
knew nothing whatever of the man who 
had met me at the entrance, that he was 
certainly no servant of the hotel, and that 
very plainly I had been cleverly and 
thoroughly hoaxed. Choking down my 
wrath, I rushed back to the hotel at 
which we had first put up, only to find, 
as I expected, that Graham had gone out 
shortly after I had left. A letter had been 
brought him by a native servant, almost 
immediately after reading which he had 
walked out, without saying a word as to 
where he was going or when he would be 
back. In this way did I suddenly find 
myself alone and friendless—a stranger in 
a strange land. 

What to do in this perplexing emer¬ 


gency I knew not, and it was with a 
heavy heart that I turned my steps in the 
direction of the Mousky, the principal 
thoroughfare of Cairo, more in the hope 
of obtaining some distraction from the 
tumult of angry passions raging within 
me than of encountering either of my lost 
friends. To my exceeding joy, however, 

I had not proceeded far along that 
crowded street of the old Frank quarter 
when I saw looming before me the burly 
figure of Professor Schultz. It may well 
be imagined with what pleasure I hailed 
his reappearance at this juncture ; nor 
did I allow much time to elapse before 
making him acquainted with all that had 
transpired during his absence. He listened 
to me with grave attention, interspersing 
my narrative with occasional “ Achs,” as 
was his wont when more than usually 
interested or excited. But when I came 
to the part where I had been so auda¬ 
ciously hoaxed, his anger knew no bounds. 

“ Gott in Himmel ! ” he exclaimed, 
grinding his teeth furiously together, “ is 
it possible ? We shall see into this. Such 
a state of things is most disgraceful. Ach ! 
Never did I before hear of such a happen¬ 
ing. Come, we must hasten.” And he 
began pulling me fiercely in the direction 
of the hotel. 

“Stopa minute,” I managed to ejaculate 
at length, as he paused breathlessly in 
front of an almost impassable crowd con¬ 
gregated before one of the bazaars. “ We 
shall excite remark if we go tearing along 
in this headlong fashion. Tell me, what 
do you mean to do ? ” 

“ Do! ” he repeated, with savage 
energy ; “ do ! Why, find out first what 
has become of Graham, of course, and 
then-” 

At this moment the din around us 
became simply deafening, and the re¬ 
mainder of the Professor’s speech never 
reached my ears. Two sa’is, or black 
runners, armed with long wands, were 
beating back the people on either side and 
crying vociferously, “ Make way! make 
way ! To the right! To the left ! Make 
way! Make way!” and behind them 
came, at a slow trot, a splendid carriage, 
in which was seated, with a scarcely dis¬ 
guised air of insolent exultation and scorn, 
and looking more divinely fascinating than 
ever, she whom my friend the juggler had 
called the Siren, the beautiful wife of the 
powerful Hussein Pacha. But it was not 
the spectacle of this vision of female loveli- 
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ness that caused the hot blood to suddenly 
congeal in my veins and my heart to 
almost stop beating; it was the sight of the 
figure by her side that filled me with quick 
and sickening apprehension; for there, like 
a prisoner led forth in triumph by his vic¬ 
torious captor, a prisoner, moreover, who 
seemed to hug his very chains with joy, 
sat Graham, flushed and happy, with the 
fatal love-light dancing madly in his eyes. 
To me it was a terrible thing to see, and, 
in spite of myself, there slowly crept over 
me the horrible but irresistible conviction 
that my poor infatuated friend was doomed 
—doomed, perchance, to a worse fate than 
even death itself. 

We stood gazing like two wonder-struck 
fools at the departing equipage, and not 
until it had finally disappeared from sight 
did either of us utter a single word. Then 
the Professor turned to me with a solemnity 
on his face which the usual joyousness of 
his demeanour rendered all the more strik¬ 
ing by contrast, and said, with a heavy 
sigh: 

4t It is worse than I thought. She has 
him tight, this abominable Siren, as this 
psylle , this juggler of yours, has called her. 
But this is no place to think. Let us re¬ 
turn to the hotel, and consider the matter 
there more fully at our leisure.’* 

But upon consideration, it did not 
appear that we could very well do any¬ 
thing in the matter except wait. Graham 
was no boy, in point either of years or 
experience, and it was more than likely 
that, in Ids present frame of mind, he 
would bitterly resent any interference with 
his conduct as a personal affront. We 
discussed the situation from every possible 
point of view, but only to invariably arrive 
at the same conclusion: that we must re¬ 
main passive for the present, and watch 
patiently the progress of events. During 
the gloomy interval which succeeded this 
decision, I enquired of the Professor how 
it was that he had been away so long with¬ 
out sending any message explaining his 
absence, adding that, after what had al¬ 
ready transpired, I had been very uneasy 
regarding his safety. He looked amazed 
for a moment, and then a wave of 
anger once more swept over his burly 
form. 

“What is this you tell me?” he ex¬ 
claimed wrathfully : “ you have had no 
message from me all this while ? Why, I 
sent two—one from Shepheard’s Hotel, 
and the other from the village of Ghizeh. 
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Do you mean to tell me that you have re¬ 
ceived neither ? ” 

I intimated that such was the case. My 
companion’s face darkened ominously, and 
I knew that, for the first time, perhaps, 
during this disastrous journey, he began 
to realise fully the pitfalls and dangers 
which surrounded us on every hand, and 
which had transformed our holiday jaunt 
into a formidable and perilous undertaking, 
the end of which no man could possibly 
foresee. Subsequent explanations only 
served to deepen this concern. He had 
sent a messenger from Shepheard’s with a 
letter, saying that Benhanan desired to see 
him outside Cairo, as the Jew did not con¬ 
sider it either prudent or safe to venture 
into the city just then. On arriving at 
Ghizeh, where a guide was in waiting to 
conduct him to Benhanan, he learnt that 
the Jew was encamped in the desert a 
day’s journey off; and he accordingly 
despatched another letter informing me of 
this, and announcing his intention of pro¬ 
ceeding at once to the place whither his 
guide was instructed to conduct him. 
Neither of these missives, of course, ever 
reached their destination, their suppression 
obviously forming part of the same chain 
of devilish cunning with which we were 
getting only too familiar. Nor was the 
result of his visit to the last surviving 
legitimate descendant of Solomon of such 
a nature as to compensate in any great 
degree for the risks and annoyances we 
had latterly been called upon to undergo. 
Benhanan had matters of great importance 
to communicate, but he refused to enter 
upon them save in the presence of Graham 
and myself. He earnestly disclaimed 
every thought of discourtesy towards the 
Professor, but begged him fervently to 
hasten back to Cairo with what speed he 
might, and return with us both, without 
any more delay in so doing than was abso¬ 
lutely essential. And in this unsatis¬ 
factory state did matters at present stand. 

Towards nightfall, however, Graham 
put in an appearance at the hotel, to our 
very great relief; but the satisfaction we 
derived from this circumstance was con¬ 
siderably mitigated by the remarkable 
change which had taken place both in his 
appearance and demeanour. To me he 
was barely civil, while the Professor he 
ignored altogether, save for an occasional 
inarticulate snort. Having regard to his 
peculiar frame of mind, and the evident, 
though partially suppressed, excitement 
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under which he was labouring, I thought 
it best to make as little reference as pos¬ 
sible to the occurrences of the morning; 
and for the same reason I concluded to say 
nothing of the Professor’s recent visit to 
the Jew, Benhanan, in the desert. It was 
a horrible and unnatural situation, the 
aggravation of which was in no wise 
lessened by the fact that, at a critical and 
dangerous juncture, it was positively un¬ 
safe to discuss our plans before one of the 
members of our small party. For aught 
we could tell, Graham might have gone 
over bodily to the enemy, and the Pro¬ 
fessor and I were consequently reduced to 
the necessity of postponing the considera¬ 
tion of our future action until a more con¬ 
venient season. 

About midnight, Graham, who had 
scarcely spoken half a dozen words the 
entire evening, but had sat smoking almost 
continuously in gloomy and sullen tacitur¬ 
nity, intimated his intention of retiring, 
and as it was obviously useless our sitting 
up longer, seeing that we were not in a 
position to place any check upon our com¬ 
panion’s movements, we shortly afterwards 
followed his example. In the morning the 
Professor and I were early astir, and it 
was with a certain amount of thankful¬ 
ness that we ascertained Graham had not 
as yet left his room. In the fervent hope 
that when he did appear we should find 
him in a more tractable mood than had 
latterly been the case, we adjourned to the 
breakfast apartment to discuss our further 
proceedings over our matutinal coffee and 
rolls. While so engaged, a waiter handed 
me a letter. It was from Graham. With 
a prescience of coming evil, I opened it 
and read as follows :— 

“ My dear Wiseman, —Circumstances 
have suddenly arisen which render it 
eminently desirable that I should no longer 
remain a member of your party. I am 
quite persuaded, from certain facts which 
have recently come to my knowledge, that 
there is no such thing as Solomon’s Signet 
in existence. The whole idea is an absurd 
myth. I am convinced that this wild- 
goose chase in search of a man whom we 
have never seen, and very likely does not 
even exist, is altogether vain'and foolish, 
and cannot possibly lead to any good re¬ 
sult. If you will take my advice, you will 
at once abandon the pursuit of this useless 
and ridiculous chimera, and return without 
delay to your wife, who may, not unlikely, 


be in want of your presence and assistance. 
As for myself, I shall probably remain here 
for some little time, as I find the air agrees 
well with my constitution. 

“ Sincerely yours, 

Walter Graham.” 

The reading of this extraordinary epistle, 
it is needless to say, caused me the deepest 
uneasiness and alarm. In spite of its am¬ 
biguity, I fancied I detected in it a veiled 
threat, and the reference to my wife filled 
me with a vague and nameless terror which 
I found it impossible to shake off. That 
it had been suggested to the writer, and 
was not of his own imagining, I did not for 
a moment doubt, and this increased my 
anxiety a thousandfold. The passage, too, 
relating to the foolishness of our undertak¬ 
ing bore unmistakable evidence of a foreign 
inspiration; for, up to this point, Graham 
had been the boldest and most resolute of 
us all in urging forward our advance. Al¬ 
together, it was an ominous and disturbing 
communication, and that such also was 
the opinion of the Professor, I could see 
from his clouded face and knitted brow as 
he slowly read and re-read the letter. At 
last he laid it down beside his plate, and 
looked up at me with a grave and troubled 
expression. 

“ Well ? ” I said, interrogatively, for I 
make no shame of confessing that this last 
blow had completely unnerved me, and I 
felt totally incapable of suggesting the 
next step to be taken in the matter. 

“ Well! ” he repeated sharply, with a 
still further contraction of his heavy eye¬ 
brows ; “ unfortunately it is far from well. 
This deluded friend of yours is certainly 
under some strange and incomprehensible 
spell, and is no longer master of himself or 
his actions. He seems, unhappily, to have 
been completely bewitched by his fascinat¬ 
ing enchantress.” 

“ Then you really think it is this cursed 
woman who has wrought all this mischief? *' 
I said feebly—not that I had the faintest 
doubt on the subject; but somehow, in my 
demoralised condition, it afforded me 
pleasure to hear another speak out boldly 
what was in my own mind. 

“ Mein Gott! ” he exclaimed savagely, 
striking the table with his clenched fist, 
“ how can you doubt ? The psyllc rightly 
enough called this abominable creature the 
Siren, for unless we can devise some 
means to get this foolish man, whom she 
has lured away, out of her clutches, he is. 
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beyond question, doomed to certain de¬ 
struction. 

“ Ah ! ’’ I said hopelessly. “ Wc 11, and 
what do you propose doing ? ” 

“ Now you ask a question that is easier 
put than answered,” replied my companion, 
slowly. “ Do you think we could by any 
chance discover this juggler who gave you 
the friendly warning ? It is just possible 
he might be able to assist us in this 
emergency.” 

Anything was better than dreadful and 
heart-devouring inactivity, and I gladly 
agreed to the proposal that we should set 
out in search of this man of the warning 
voice. But all our efforts to find him re¬ 
sulted in complete failure, notwithstanding 
that we searched the town high and low ; 
and we were eventually compelled to return 
to the hotel weary and dispirited. It was 
a miserable dinner that we ate together, 
almost in silence, for the curse of the whole 
thing lay in the fact that while we knew 
our friend to be in imminent danger, we 
were, by the irony of fate, absolutely de¬ 
barred from moving a little finger on his 
behalf. In the same gloomy frame of mind, 
we lighted our cigars after the meal, and 
sat smoking and moodily meditating on the 
verandah until the twinkling stars and the 
moon, now riding gloriously high in the 
heavens, warned us that it was time to 
think of retiring for the night. I had 
already risen, and my companion was 
taking his final drink of whisky and seltzer 
preparatory to following my example, 
when I was startled by hearing a low, 
clear hiss to my right, just outside the 
verandah. The recollection of the last 
time I had heard that hiss came back to 
me vividly, and I craned over the railing 
and gazed eagerly in the direction from 
which it now appeared to emanate. Lean¬ 
ing against an old sycamore tree, and 
almost obscured by the dark shadow of 
its luxuriant foliage, was a tall figure that 
my heart, more than my eyes, told me was 
none other than the mysterious psylle , who 
had constituted the object of our unsuc¬ 
cessful search throughout the day. I 
hastily whispered the news of my discovery 
to my companion; and without a moment’s 
hesitation, we softly and cautiously de¬ 
scended from the open portico into the 
grounds, and advanced towards the statu¬ 
esque figure that still seemed, from its 
immobility, to be unconscious of our ap¬ 
proach. I was not mistaken. It was the 
juggler, who, suddenly abandoning his mo¬ 


tionless attitude as we drew near, stepped 
forth from the shadow, and, with an in¬ 
clination of the head, inquired whether we 
had not been asking for him in the city 
during the day. Misfortune makes not 
only strange bed-fellows, but strange confi¬ 
dants as well, and briefly I told Mah¬ 
moud—for such we learnt was the juggler s 
name—of the letter which Graham had 
written, of his abrupt departure from the 
hotel, and of our hasty resolution to seek 
out the man who had presaged his fate in 
the forlorn hope that he might possibly 
be able to show us the way in which it 
might be averted. 

Mahmoud listened with quiet and re¬ 
spectful attention. When I had finished, 
he replied gravely that Graham had not, 
as we had supposed, gone straight to the 
object of his infatuation, but had spent 
the entire day in the desert near the 
Pyramids, where he had been walking 
ceaselessly up and down, talking and gesti¬ 
culating wildly to himself. But Mahmoud 
had something even more startling than 
this to tell us, though this was surprising 
enough in all conscience.' At midnight 
Graham was to meet in secret the woman 
who had wrought all this disaster, and the 
place of assignation was nothing less than 
the resting-place of the great dead—none 
other than the sacred Tombs of the 
Caliphs. I drew my watch from my 
pocket; it was past eleven. There was 
just time to make one last supreme effort 
to save the deluded Graham from the con¬ 
sequences of his own folly. I glanced at 
the Professor, exchanged a few rapid 
words with Mahmoud, who expressed an 
entire and even remarkable willingness to 
accompany us, and then, without further 
parley, we turned round decisively and set 
our faces in the direction of the Mousky. 

That ancient thoroughfare was getting 
pretty well deserted when we reached it, 
and we hastened along at a sharp pace 
until, in a few minutes, we reached its 
termination and the desert at the same 
time ; for there is this peculiarity about 
the Mousky, that it ceases in the most 
abrupt and sudden fashion, and one steps 
right out of it into the soft yielding sand 
which stretches right away as far as eye 
can reach. On we hurried in profound 
silence, stumbling over the sandhills, into 
which we often sank almost to our knees, 
until at last there rose up before us the 
minarets and cupolas of the Tombs of the 
Caliphs, glittering in a cold and death-like 
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beauty in the calm pure rays of the bril¬ 
liant moon, while to the left there shim¬ 
mered and glistened in unearthly splendour 
the fiery red tints of the Montagne Rouge. 
But we had other things to do than stop 
and admire the weird loveliness of the 
scene, and on we pressed until we stood, 
at length, beneath the shadow of the great 
mosque of the Sultan Barkouk. There 
was not a soul to be seen ; the guardians of 
the place were either away or sleeping. 
We advanced cautiously to the ruined en¬ 
trance, and pausing for a moment to re¬ 
cover our breath, we entered the magnifi¬ 
cent mausoleum. The light of the moon, 
falling through the rich stained glass, cast 
strange, fantastic shadows on the floor and 
walls, but we stayed not to look at these, 
for in the distance we caught sight of the 
faint glimmering of a light which seemed to 
proceed from some compartment built for 
prayer. With stealthy steps and soft, we 
crept along in the deep shadow until we 
reached the opening, and then we saw— 
ah ! that I should have to write it—Gra¬ 
ham standing with the accursed sorceress 
who had bewitched him strained tightly to 
his breast in a fiercely panting embrace, 
while her bare white arms, in all their full 
voluptuous beauty, were encircling his 
neck with softly clinging pressure, and 
drawing down his head to her upturned 
face until their lips met in one long passion¬ 
ate, burning kiss. 

My righteous indignation would have 
burst out at this shameful spectacle, had 
not prudence prompted me to remain silent 
and listen to what was being said, for they 
were now speaking. 

“ Light of my life,” she was saying 
softly, while her slender fingers toyed 
caressingly with Graham’s left hand, 
which she had disengaged from her waist, 
“ I could not come before. My husband 
is the most jealous of men, and would kill 
us both without scruple did he dream of 
our being together like this. Until we are 
able to flee from here to some place beyond 
the reach of his wrath, we must be very 
prudent, and never meet save at night, 
when no prying eyes are around to see us, 
and no eager lips are at hand to carry the 
tale of our loves to his ever-suspicious 
ear.” 

Graham’s only reply to this was another 
lingering kiss, and she continued. 

“ But here, oh, my love, we are safe. 
The keepers of these gloomy tombs have 
been well bribed. They will never dare 


to disturb us while together, and so we can 
in happy security forget the outer world 
for a time, and, locked blissfully in each 
other’s arms, live only for ourselves. But 
when this joy is gone and we pass the 
weary hours apart, then, oh, my love, my 
soul is heavy unto death. I think of no¬ 
thing but thy dear face, and then I long 
for some little token that thou lovest me 
as well as thou sayest thou dost, that I 
may not wake up as from some sweet 
dream and find my life desolate again. 
Say, sweet, may I not have this tiny band 
of steel, this ring upon thy little finger, to 
remind me of my loved one when absent 
from my side ? ” 

Graham began at once to remove the 
ring in compliance with this request, and 
at this wanton sight my pent-up fury 
blazed forth irrepressibly. 

“ Stop, tnadman,” I cried out hotly. 
M Do you forget the penalty attached to 
the loss of that piece of steel ? And you, 
madam,” I continued indignantly, “ do 
you forget that you are another man’s 
wife ? Or are you so utterly lost to every 
vestige of shame that you care for nothing 
save the gratification of your own disgrace¬ 
ful passions ? '* _ 

At this unexpected interruption, Graham 
sprang apart and turned upon me a face 
literally livid with frightful ferocity. 

“ Get you gone! ” he gnashed furiously, 
“ hound! how dare you dog my steps ! 
Get you gone, I say, or, by all the living 
devils of hell, I’ll make you rue the day 
that gave you birth.” 

I shrank back amazed, disgusted, 
shocked. But I would not be intimidated. 

“ If,” I said, raising my voice again, 
“ this designing woman has given you 
some powerful and terrible potion which, 
like Circe’s of old, has transformed you 
into something little better than an un¬ 
clean beast-” 

But I was not allowed to proceed. With 
a movement full of a graceful and impe¬ 
rious dignity that compelled admiration 
and suspended opposition, this woman 
stepped slowly forward and confronted 
me in all the flashing radiance of her 
wondrous and incomparable beauty. 

“ Listen, sir,” she said coldly, “ and 
you may then possibly learn to moderate 
somewhat your language in the future. 
Know that, before now, far less intem¬ 
perate words than those you have just 
uttered concerning me have cost the 
speaker his life. I do not value men’s 
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lives at so high a rate that I hesitate to 
take them when they offend me grie¬ 
vously.” 

“ Even as you did not hesitate to take 
that of my master, Mohammed Ali,” came 
in stern, deliberate tones from a voice at 
my side. I turned in astonishment. It 
was Mahmoud — but it was no longer 
Mahmoud the juggler, it was Mahmoud 
the avenger. With steady, unfaltering 
step, he came forward until he stood face 
to face with this imperial woman, and 
gazed unflinchingly into her now passion- 
distorted face. For a second she remained 
silent, then suddenly she advanced w T ith 
uplifted arms, as though to call down fire 
from above on the presumptuous mortal 
who dared to address her thus. Keen 
eyed as was Mahmoud, he mistook the 
movement, and the next moment, to our 
horror, his dagger was quivering in the fair, 
white breast of this wanton destroyer of 
men. With a look of deadly hatred, but 
without uttering a single cry, she sank to 
the ground, and, ere we could recover 
from the stupefaction caused by this deed 
of blood, her guilt-laden soul had passed 
from that fair tenement for aye. 

While we still stood overcome with con¬ 
sternation at this dreadful scene, Graham, 
with an indescribable look on his face, 
made a quick spring forward, with the 
obvious intention of wreaking vengeance 
on the slayer. But, without the slightest 
notice, a figure, clad in the blue and silver 
uniform of the Egyptian army, interposed 
between him and the object of his wrath 
with such an air of commanding authority 
that both instinctively fell back. 

“ This is a pretty night’s work,” said 
the new comer sardonically; “an excel¬ 
lent night’s work, for which someone will 
assuredly be held accountable. Perhaps, 
sir,” he continued, turning, with an evil 
sneer, to Graham, “you will be obliging 
enough to inform me what you and these 
other gentlemen are doing here at this 
very unusual hour and why my wife is 
lying there with a dagger in her bosom.” 

Graham's mouth moved convulsively, 
and there was a slight froth about his lips, 
but no words came from between them. 
Suddenly, with a wild burst of insane 
laughter, he threw up his arms madly and 
began beating the empty air furiously 


with his clenched hands, uttering at the 
same time shriek after shriek of the most 
horrible description, until one would have 
thought the very dead must have turned 
in their graves at the awful sounds. Then 
for the first time the stranger turned to 
me, revealing as he did so, to my unspeak¬ 
able confusion and dismay, the well- 
remembered face of my old enemy, the 
Prince di Ricordo. I cannot describe the 
feelings which took possession of me at 
this alarming and unexpected sight. A 
palsy seemed to seize not only upon my 
limbs but also upon my brain, and I could 
do nothing but stare dully before me at 
the figure eyeing me up and down with a 
malevolent expression of hatred and scorn. 
At last my enemy spoke. 

“ Well, fool,” he said, in a cold, mocking 
voice, “ and so you have come here to try 
conclusions with me once again. So be it- 
I hope, for your sake,” he went , on de¬ 
risively, “ that you have not forgotten the 
excellent advice I gave you the last time 
we met, for let me tell you frankly that it 
will go exceedingly hard with you if you 
have. For the death of this woman ”— 
and here he paused for a moment to take 
Graham’s ring from her fast stiffening 
fingers—“ I have already exacted sufficient 
penalty, for you see your friend is now a 
raving madman. But let me warn you,** 
and his face now assumed a frightful ap¬ 
pearance that was absolutely diabolical, 

“ that should you and your sole remaining 
friend attempt to meet or hold any further 
communication with the Jew, Benhanan, 
a far worse fate than this shall certainly 
befall you. This I swear to you by the 
everlasting Signet of Solomon the Great.” 

And with these significant words, he 
turned on his heel and departed. 

It was quite true; Graham was a vio¬ 
lent, howling maniac, and we had to take 
immediate steps to send him back, under 
a strong guard, to England. We heard 
from Mahmoud shortly afterwards that 
Hussein Pacha, alias the Prince di Ri¬ 
cordo, and, according to the Professor, 
alias the King of Villains, had caused the 
body of his late wife to be removed and 
buried secretly during the night. It 
seemed likely enough, but, at any rate, we 
deemed it prudent not to enquire too 
curiously into the matter. 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 





I N a lonely plain, skirting the river 
Suir, about two miles from the town 
of Clonmel, stand the ruins of 
Rathmore Castle. Of the four round 
towers and four walls which had 
formed the castle, only half one tower 
and mounds and banks remain to 
indicate the spot where the once 
powerful structure rose -against the 
sky. There are no more 
careful hoarders of tradition 
than the Irish ; and yet you 
may ask in vain for the 
most shadowy outlines of 
that castle’s history. When 
and by whom it was built, 
and how it came into decay, 
have no resting-place in the 
memory of man. The army 
of Cromwell passed close 
to its walls; but if you ask 
the people, are its mis¬ 
fortunes to be laid at his 
door ? they will shake their 
heads and tell you Rath- 
more was an ivied ruin long 
before the curse of Crom¬ 
well fell upon Ireland. Fur¬ 
ther, they will add that the 
place is under a ban, the 
night airs around it are not 


wholesome, and those who, passing it in 
the snow, see the White Lady may take 
the vision as a summons of death ; for the 
White Lady was the victim of a terrible 
crime, and is never seen by honest folk. 
She is revealed only to those whose 
career of vice or crime in this world 
is about to conclude, and who, out 
of the unfathomable ocean of Mercy, 
are vouchsafed this warning to pre¬ 
pare them for the life to come. In 
the dim haze of the past 
and in the horror of the 
people the names of all the 
actors in that drama have 
been lost. The history of 
that castle and the chroni¬ 
cles of the noble line which 
held it are preserved in 
only one story, the story of 
a crime. 

The last owner of Rath- 
more was a young, strong 
and brave man, who mar¬ 
ried the only daughter of 
another great man of the 
County Waterford. This 
lady had two brothers, 
whose conduct to both fa¬ 
ther and sister had been so 
bad that the father resolved 
they should not have his 
kathmoke. land, and that it should go 
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THE DISINHERITED SONS. 


to his son-in-law and the children of his 
daughter. The disinherited sons, who were 
inseparable, received their father’s decision 
with apparent indifference. They made 
neither outcry nor threat, and continued to 
live in their father’s castle, although denied 
the confidence or affection of the old man. 
In due time an heir was born to Rathmore 
and Rathbeg. Not only has the castle of 
the father-in-law wholly disappeared from 
the slope of the Waterford hill on which it 
stood, but its name is now forgotten. 
Convenience demands that it shall have 
a name, and, although it may have been 
much more spacious and splendid than 
Rathmore. it may be known as Rathbeg 
Castle. There were great rejoicings at 
Rathmore and Rathbeg; the old man’s 
intentions were well known, and the 
people belonging to Rathbeg knew, sooner 
or later, they should pass under the rule of 
Rathmore. Among those who seemed to 
enter most ardently into the celebrations 
of the hour were the uncles of the heir. 
But they did not deceive the master of 
Rathbeg or the master of Rathmore, and 
made no progress towards reinstating 
themselves in the favour of their father. 
Time went on, and it came to be the 
young heir’s first birthday. All the family, 
with the exception of the two uncles (who 
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had gone to the remote county Roscom¬ 
mon and were not expected back for a 
month), were to meet at Rathbeg. It was 
midwinter, close upon Christmas, when 
the owner of Rathmore, accompanied by 
his lady, his heir and retinue, set out from 
his castle for his father-in-law’s home. 
The snow was deep upon the ground, and 
the party made slow progress. In the end 
the journey was accomplished, and the old 
man came, with his people and his dogs, to 
receive the travellers at the courtyard gate. 
The day following was fixed for the great 
events of the merry-making. All the 
neighbours and following and friends of the 
great Lord of Rathbeg were bidden, and, 
although the weather was severe beyond 
the remembrance of living men, hundreds 
of guests and followers were crowded into 
the castle. A whole ox hung on the great 
pole that did duty for a spit; flagons and 
cups of heating and exhilarating drinks 
were handed round. There were music 
and dancing and all kinds of revelry be¬ 
coming such an occasion, and those pre¬ 
sent declared that a finer birthday feast 
had never been since the present lord of 
Rathbeg came of age. 

When the festivities were at the highest, 
all at once there arose a woman’s scream 
followed by the cursing and swearing of 
the men. Some rushed for horses and 
some for weapons, and all was disorder. 
The heir to Rathmore and Rathbeg had 
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been stolen. The 
short light of the De¬ 
cember day had not 
quite faded before 
men were in their 
saddles scouring the 
country this way and 
that,searching for the 
young lord. When 
the moon came up 
over the frozen snow, 
three hours after sun¬ 
down, the boy was 
missing still. Sus¬ 
picion held up her 
finger at the two 
dishonoured sons of 
Rathbeg. All said, 

“ This is the work 
of the boy’s uncles. 

Death to the sons of 
Rathbeg! ” 

For days the coun¬ 
ties of Waterford and 
Tipperary (the latter 

lies over the Suir) were searched in vain. 
The guests of Rathbeg departed, and the 
two houses mourned the heir as dead. One 
afternoon, when all hope had left, a man 
came to the Castle of Rathbeg and said he 
had tidings of the boy. They were about 
to ill-use him for lying when his persist¬ 
ence induced them to hear him further. 
He told them the boy had been stolen for 
the sake of ransom, and if a certain sum 
were brought to the Gap 
of Ardcrea, he would be 
restored. In addition to 
the ransom two other 
conditions were imposed : 
first, that he who had 
brought news of the young 
lord should be allowed to 
go free of Rathbeg Castle 
unharmed; second, that 
the father and grand¬ 
father, and they alone and 
unarmed, should carry 
the ransom to Ardcrea. 

The terms of the stran¬ 
ger were gladly agreed 
to, and a day fixed for 
paying the gold. The 
sum was large, and could 
not. be obtained by the 
two lords for a few days. 

To the relief of finding 
the heir was now added 
the satisfaction of feeling i 


that the sons of 
Rathbeg had no 
hand in the abduc¬ 
tion. Not only was 
this plain from the 
offer to restore the 
boy, but from the 
word of mouth of 
the messenger 
also. On the day 
appointed the fa¬ 
ther and grandfa¬ 
ther set out for 
Ardcrea with the 
mother of the boy. 

She would not be 
denied, but would go with them and 
take back into her arms the son who 
had been dead to her. The snow was 
still on the ground, and the air numbing 
with frost. The mother often shud¬ 
dered, but consoled herself with think¬ 
ing how soon she should have her son 
back again to warm her aching breast. 

At the foot of Ardcrea the party was 
obliged to dismount, for the place is too 
broken for horses. Then the three went 
forward on foot, the two men helping the 
woman over the frozen snow. Slowly and 
laboriously they approached the trysting 
place. They could see no one near. 
Yet, undoubtedly, this was the spot. 
Could that messenger have been deceiving 
them ? No. There could be no object in 
such deception. As they were saying 
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these things a- 
mong themselves, 
a voice shouted 
out, “ Our object 
is attained ! ” and, 
before either of the 
lords could stir, 
they fell, murdered 
by the sons of 
Rathbeg. The par¬ 
ricides and fratri¬ 
cides then turned 
to the widow, and 
said, “ You came 
to recover the heir 
of Rathbeg and 
Rathmore. He is 
of no further use 
to us. Take him,” 
and they placed 
the boy in the mo¬ 
ther’s arms—dead. 

Since that time 
the mother ever 
wanders over the 
snow around Rath- 
more with herdead 



boy, the young 
lord, at her breast. 
The sighs and 
moans you hear 
when there is no 
wind are hers. Her 
voice only is not 
portentous, but 
sight of her carries 
messages con¬ 
demning your past 
and foretellingyour 
future. The lovers 
of the place shun 
those ruins by day 
and night. Bats 
and owls make 
hoy'inhis THB their home in what 
mother's arms— s till stands of 

DEAD ' Rathmore Castle, 

and all around it clings the air of 
mystery that covers its history 
and the desolation born of the 
one recorded event of its history, 
out of whose grave has risen a 
ghost of ill omen, The White 
Lady of the Snow. 
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PART II. 

The Search for the Signet. 

ADVENTURE THE THIRD. 

HAVE considerable doubt if any 
man ever found himself more em¬ 
barrassingly placed than I did after 
the experiences I have already narrated. 
We had set out from London a compact 
party of four, of which there only now 
remained the Professor and myself. At 
Paris we had lost young Carwardine ; at 
Cairo we had seen Graham go raving mad. 
And yet, notwithstanding these disasters, 
we had achieved absolutely nothing—we 
were as far from the object of our expedi¬ 
tion as ever. Truly, it was a most un¬ 
happy situation, and the more I reflected 
upon it, the more gloomy and unsatisfactory 
did it appear. 

It was not only what we had gone 
through, but the uncertainty of what might 
be in store for us in the future, that ren¬ 
dered the position so intolerable. We 
were confronted by a powerful and un¬ 
scrupulous antagonist, of whose strength 
and influence we had, indeed, had many 
proofs, but whose full force we were still 
utterly unable to gauge with any degree of 
confidence or certitude. It was this per¬ 
plexing element, this unknown and un¬ 
knowable quantity, that baffled the judg¬ 
ment, and made anything like a calm and 
dispassionate decision well-nigh impossible. 
Had we only to deal with a mere mortal 
like ourselves, our course would have been 
comparatively clear and easy ; but when 
it came to a contest with one who seemed 
half man and half devil, it was, indeed, a 


matter calculated in every way to give us 
pause. The Professor, like myself, fully 
recognised the gravity of our surroundings; 
nevertheless, lie positively declined to be 
daunted, and was more eager to go for¬ 
ward than I had at any time seen him 
before. But then he had not such deep 
cause of uneasiness as myself. The refer¬ 
ence to my wife which the unhappy Gra¬ 
ham had made in the course of his last 
letter appeared none the less alarming in 
the light of recent events, and I could not 
conceal from myself that there was more 
than a mere suggestion—there was an 
actual menace of peril in it, which, consi¬ 
dering its inspired origin, it would be the 
height of folly to regard as of no signifi¬ 
cance whatever. Thus was I torn by 
various conflicting emotions. On the one 
hand I felt strongly that, should any dan¬ 
ger be threatening my wife, my proper 
place was by her side. On the other, the 
Professor urged, with a vehemence 
strangely at variance with his usual im¬ 
perturbability, that my duty was first, at 
any rate, to see Benhanan, for it was cer¬ 
tain, he declared with some warmth, that 
the Jew would not speak of those matters 
which had brought me out to Egypt unless 
he met me face to face. I was unable to 
seriously dispute this statement; neither 
was I able to deny that I was now more 
than ever desirous of learning from this 
wandering Israelite’s own lips the inter¬ 
pretation of that mysterious warning he 
had sent me by the mouth of the Professor. 
Once more, therefore, I allowed my feelings 
of prudence to be over-ruled in this matter, 
but with the firm resolve that the moment 



598 THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 



was Mahmoud, the faithful servant who 
had so effectually avenged his master’s 
memory at the Tombs of the Caliphs. 
The second was a certain Mr. Ezra P. 
Darley, an American friend of the Pro¬ 
fessor’s. 

“ Darley, Darley,” I murmured reflec¬ 
tively when the Professor mentioned the 
name to me for the first time; “it has a 
familiar ring about it, though I cannot 
recall in what connec¬ 
tion I have heard it 
before.” 

“ Why,” said my 
companion promptly, 
“ don’t you remem¬ 
ber the telegram I 
showed you when we 
were in Paris — the 
one stating that the 
real Benhanan was 
still in Egypt ? Darley 
sent it, and, of course, 
signed it with his own 
name. He knows 
Benhanan slightly, 
and since I have told 
him the story, he wants 
to go with us badly. 
He is thoroughly to 
be trusted, and if you 
have no objection, I 
should rather like him 
to come.” 

I had no objection ; 
in fact, I was inclined 
to be pleased at the 
suggestion, the more 
so that Darley proved, 
on acquaintance, to 
be a very agreeable 
sort of man, with a 
large fund of dry 
humour and common 
sense, of which latter 
commodity I could 
not help thinking we 
stood sadly in need at 
the present juncture. 
Our preparations were 
soon completed, and 
we were about to 
make a start when, 
to our surprise, a 
grave and dignified- 
looking Arab pre¬ 
sented himself to us 
with the announce- 
TO ovr svrprise A crave Arp DiGRiFiED arab preserted himselp. ment that he had been 


the Jew had finished his communication, 
whatever might be its nature, I would set 
my face towards England, and permit 
myself no rest until my foot again touched 
her beloved shore. 

The diminution which our party had 
sustained was somewhat unexpectedly 
neutralised by the addition of two fresh 
members, thus bringing it up to its original 
strength. The first of these accessions 
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commissioned to personally conduct us to 
his master, who had thought fit to shift 
his place of encampment further into the 
desert. This was by no means welcome 
news to me, as it involved, of course, an 
additional expenditure of time, and I 
grudged every second that retarded the 
hour of my return. There was nothing 
for it, however, but to submit to the in¬ 
evitable, which I accordingly did with as 
good a grace as I could command. 

We left Cairo by way of the Mousky, 
and were soon pounding along over the 
hot, dry sand, with the wind blowing 
straight in our teeth. We had covered 
several miles, and had left the pyramids 
looming some considerable distance behind 
us, when we were startled out of our com¬ 
posure by the sudden apparition of a small 
body of well-armed men riding down 
directly upon us. This ominous sight 
caused us no little alarm at first, but our 
guide hastened to reassure us. It was 
nothing, he said, to give us any concern ; 
indeed, quite the reverse, the cavalcade 
being, in fact, sent by his master to form 
a very necessary escort against any stray 
band of wandering Bedouins who might 
otherwise feel disposed to attack us. I 
cannot say this information afforded me 
half so much satisfaction as it appeared to 
give my companions, for it seemed to me 
to indicate that Benhanan’s encampment 
was by no means so near to Cairo as I had 
not only hoped but supposed. That I was 
right in this view, I soon had abundant 
proof, for the sun went down, and a halt 
was called, without any signs of the ter¬ 
mination of our journey. The next morn¬ 
ing we were early astir, and we pushed 
forward throughout the whole of that 
dreary day, regardless of the fierce and 
well-nigh intolerable heat, until the even¬ 
ing again approached, when another halt 
was made, and still we appeared as far 
from our destination as ever. 

This was so very unsatisfactory to me, 
and likewise so unbearably tantalising, 
that at last I unburdened myself in vigor¬ 
ous remonstrance to the Professor. But 
all he could do was to shrug his shoulders 
and dilate upon the virtue and advantages 
of patience. He knew no more than my¬ 
self whither we were going. In his own 
language: Cairo he knew, Alexandria he 
knew, all the towns of Egypt he knew; 
but this wilderness—ach! he knew nothing 
whatever of him at all. It was no use 
worrying, he observed philosophically: 
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we were here ; we could not go back ; we 
must be patient—all of which so exas¬ 
perated me by reason of their obvious 
truism that I turned my back upon the 
speaker in high disgust. As for Darley, 
he took everything as a matter of course. 
As long as he had a cigar in his mouth, 
and was able to get a pot shot at a passing 
vulture, he seemed perfectly happy. And 
so we went on. But at length, after some 
days of this interminable travelling, the 
sand began to be interspersed with scanty 
patches of vegetation, huge rocks reared 
their heads proudly before us in the dis¬ 
tance, and one morning our guide uttered 
a subdued cry of pleasure. 

“ What is it ? ” I exclaimed eagerly, for 
I immediately guessed this unusual dis¬ 
play of excitement on the part of our 
taciturn conductor portended nothing less 
than the speedy consummation of our 
pilgrimage. “ Do you see anything ? Is 
our journey nearly finished ? ” 

“Allah be praised! ” he returned, piously, 
“ it is finished. Lift up your eyes and 
look. Behold, there are the tents of my 
master, the Lord of Wisdom ! ” 

I followed the direction of his out¬ 
stretched finger, and there, sure enough, 
shimmering faintly in front of us, though 
still a long way off, was a white, compact 
mass—the tents, doubtless, of the man I 
had come so far to see. I gave a loud 
hurrah at this welcome sight, and thus set 
an example which was followed with 
much promptitude by Darley and the 
Professor, though neither had the slightest 
idea of what it was all about. I lost no 
time in communicating the stimulating 
news; and with one consent, we pricked 
up our jaded steeds, and in a wonderfully 
short space of time, considering the dis¬ 
tance, we arrived at the encampment. To 
my surprise, it was quite a large affair, 
there being some thirty or forty tents and, 
apparently, a very considerable number of 
men, to say nothing of camels and horses. 
We drew up in front of a tent which, from 
its superior size and appointments, clearly 
belonged to the chief of the party, and we 
had barely dismounted from our saddles 
when the slip of canvas which covered 
the entrance was pushed on one side, and 
at last I stood in the presence of the 
veritable Benhanan, the sole living legiti¬ 
mate descendant of Israel’s mightiest king. 

At last! Yes, at last my journey was 
over, my object was accomplished, for 
before me was the man to see whom 1 
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had left my wife 
and country, risk¬ 
ed my life and lost 
a trusted friend! 

I looked at him 
curiously. He was 
a man of imposing 
height, much taller 
than either of his 
brothers, to whom, 
indeed, he bore but 
little resemblance, 
so far as I could 
judge, and of infi¬ 
nitely more com¬ 
manding aspect. 

He could not have 
been less than fifty 
years of age, at the 
very least, having 
regard to the ages 
of his brethren, 
but on this point 
it was impossible 
to speak with any 
degree of cer¬ 
tainty, for, where¬ 
as they had both 
been men of old and venerable appear¬ 
ance, Benhanan was apparently a man 
in the very prime of life. His hair, 
which was of a rich jet black, flowed un¬ 
restrained in wavelets over his shoulder; 
his beard, in which, as well as his hair, I 
was unable to detect a single streak of 
greyness, was of the same raven hue, and 
fell in crisp, well-tended curls upon his 
breast; his eyes were quick and flashing, 
and piercing as a hawk's, and his face 
altogether reminded me strangely of that 
arch-enemy of his and mine, the Prince di 
Ricordo. But his was incomparably the 
nobler of the two; indeed, there was a 
regal air about him which was indubitably 
highly striking and imposing, and which 
was in an appropriate measure enhanced 
by the long white robe, fastened by a 
crimson girdle about the waist, that fell 
in soft, clinging, graceful folds from his 
shoulders to the ground. His sinewy 
arms were entirely bare, save for two 
massive gold bracelets that encircled them 
at the wrists. His head was likewise 
without covering, with the exception, if 
such it may be called, of a delicate fillet of 
the same precious metal, which he wore 
with all the dignity of a crowned king. 
Altogether, he appeared so utterly and 
entirely different from what I had pictured 


in my mind, that 
I experienced no 
small amount of 
confusion as he 
stepped forward 
and, clasping me 
with both hands, 
greeted me with 
great and gracious 
cordiality. 

He immediately 
invited me to enter 
his tent—an invi¬ 
tation which he 
was also pleased 
to extend to the 
Professor and 
Darley — and, in 
an incredibly short 
period, a really 
elegant repast, 
which, considering 
the unpromising 
character of the 
locality, seemed 
little short of mar- 
vellous, was placed 
before us in almost 
dainty fashion. This was washed down 
with a wine, different,indeed, from anything 
I had hitherto tasted, but which, neverthe¬ 
less, was most excellent, and indescribably 
grateful after the lukewarm water with 
which we had had to content ourselves 
during our long and dusty ride. After we 
had thus refreshed ourselves, Benhanan, 
who, during the progress of the repast, had 
confined himself to a few simple questions 
regarding our journey, dismissed the 
attendants, and, fixing his piercing eyes 
on me, approached for the first time that 
subject which, save one other, lay the 
nearest to my heart. It is quite impos¬ 
sible for me to convey any adequate idea 
of the absolutely regal manner of his 
address. I felt, in some vague way, as 
though I were a subject standing in the 
presence of his sovereign and listening to 
his commands—a feeling all the more re¬ 
markable since I do not ever remember 
experiencing it before, notwithstanding, 
that I have numbered among my patients 
more than one ruler of the world. 

“ I am glad,” he began, in a soft, clear 
voice, which, in spite of its lowness, thrilled 
strangely through every fibre of my being, 
“ I rejoice exceedingly that we have at 
last met face to face. Events have oc¬ 
curred—are about to occur—which render 
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t’.is meeting eminently desirable. I regret 
that you have had to travel so far. Had 
it been safe for me to have done so, I 
would have gladly rendered it less pro¬ 
tracted and fatiguing; but although I 
possess a certain amount of power, I am 
not able, especially at this juncture, to 
shape my movements exactly as I might 
otherwise feel disposed to do. This, of 
course, you will easily understand.” 

I boved my head in silent token of 
assent. To tell the truth, that imperial 
figure, speaking to me in those rich, full, 
mellow tones, well-nigh deprived me of the 
inclination or ability to utter a single 
word. But I know I felt a dull sort of 
wonder that this superior being, who had 
sent me a message of warning but a few 
weeks ago couched in all the grandiose 
phraseology of the East, should now be 
addressing me in a style that would not 
have been out of place in a London draw¬ 
ing-room. And when I remembered that 
we were in the midst of the desert, and my 
eye wandered over his unfamiliar, though 
exceedingly appropriate and striking, attire, 
I marvelled all the more, though why I 
should have done so is not easy to say, 
seeing that a moment’s reflection would 
have sufficed to remind me that this no¬ 
madic life must of necessity have rendered 
him a perfect cosmopolitan, with the whole 
world, so to speak, for his fatherland. 

Perceiving that I did not reply, he con¬ 
tinued : “I have heard from the lips of 
the learned Professor the story of your 
friend Graham’s brief acquaintance with 
my brother—an acquaintance so swiftly 
terminated by the remorseless hand of 
death. I do not see your friend here,” he 
went on, gazing at Darley. “ Surely this 
gentleman cannot be he ? ” 

Evidently, then, he was in entire ignor¬ 
ance of the sad fate which had overtaken 
Graham; and the Professor, after an in¬ 
quiring glance at me, took upon himself 
the burden of enlightening him. He lis¬ 
tened with darkening face to the cruel 
narrative, and at its tragic denouement a 
wave of anger swept over his handsome 
face, and he smote his hands passionately 
together, so that the golden bracelets at 
his wrists jangled loudly with the force of 
the blow. Somehow that sound seemed 
to me like a call to arms, as I remembered 
curiously afterwards. 

“ It is intolerable ! ” he exclaimed wrath- 
fully ; “it is infamous! There are no 
bounds to the audacity of this black son 


of Hell. Both my brethren have fallen 
under his accursed arts, and now he strikes 
at me through you. I feared some mis¬ 
fortune was at hand, but whether I applied 
myself to the stars, or the crystal, or the 
sand”—meaning, as I supposed, geo- 
mancy—“the result was ever the same, 
and the fate of your friend remained hidden 
from my eyes.” 

This unloosed my tongue somewhat. 
“You have been able to read mine with 
more clearness,” I burst in with almost 
unconscious eagerness, “ and you were 
therefore good enough to warn me of im¬ 
pending danger. Tell me, I pray you, in 
what this danger consists, and how I may 
best avert it, for 1 will not conceal from 
you that recent events have only served 
to heighten my anxiety nearly beyond 
bearing.” 

Bsnhanan looked at me steadily, and 1 
could even fancy I saw something like a 
gleam of affection in his haughty face. 
“ You have come,” ht slid slowly, “all this 
way to see me. It is good. I knew well 
that you would, for it is even so written, 
and man cannot escape his destiny. I am 
glad that it is so, for it is fit and right that 
you, of all men, should be present with 
me at the passing of those events which 
must soon happen. Know then, my 
cousin, what you have hitherto never even 
suspected, that you, too, have the royal 
blood of Solomon flowing in your veins— 
that you, like myself, are descended, 
though in a less pure and direct line, from 
that mighty monarch, and that it is given 
unto us together to accomplish the great¬ 
est, the grandest deed that has been 
wrought or dreamt of since our god-like 
ancestor was laid to sleep with his 
fathers.” 

I was so completely paralysed by this 
amazing declaration that I was reduced to 
the dumbness of a marble statue; in fact, 
I verily believe that at the moment these 
incredible words fell upon my ear I rho- 
gether resembled nothing in the world so 
much, for I felt as incapable of moving a 
joint as I did of uttering a word. Ben- 
hanan saw my confusion, and hastened to 
end what was now rapidly becoming to me 
a painful scene. 

“ The danger,” he said gravely, “ of 
which I wished to w r arn you was threat¬ 
ened by this man, or devil, rather, who 
calls himself at various times by various 
names, but who was then known to you 
as the Prince di Ricordo. Ever since you 
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wrested from his hands the prize he was 
so anxious to secure, he has hated you 
with a persistent and malignant complete¬ 
ness which you could scarce understand 
or believe. Though you may not be aware 
of it, your wife has a strongly-developed 
magnetic nature, especially liable to re¬ 
spond readily to certain forms of psycho- 
mancy, and it was the knowledge of this 
fact, independently of her great beauty, 
that induced this fiendish descendant of 
Balkis-” 

“ Balkis ! Balkis ! ” murmured the Pro¬ 
fessor thoughtfully ; “ let me see. Wasn't 
that-” 

“The Arabian name of the Queen of 
Sheba,” said Benhanan, with a heavy 
frown; “you are quite right.” My kins¬ 
man was evidently not accustomed to brook 
interruption kindly. 

“ Of course, of course,” exclaimed the 
Professor with much satisfaction — these 
antiquarian details were as a sweet morsel 
under the tongue to him. 

“ Then he is really descended - y 

from the lady whose throne , ■ 

Asaf, the son of Barkhiya, 
who was your respected pro¬ 
genitor’s vizier, if I am not 
mistaken, is reputed to have 
removed from Arabia to Jeru¬ 
salem in the twinkling of an 
eye by the mere mention of 
the Most Great Name.” 

The heavy frown on my 
kinsman’s face deepened in 
intensity as the Professor 
cheerfully unbosomed himself 
of this unnecessary piece of 
information. “ That is so.” 
he replied sternly, and the 
Professor, observing his look, 
wisely decided to pursue the 
subject no further. Then my 
kinsman, addressing me once 
more, continued. 

“ Had it not been for this 
quality of Lady Wiseman’s, 
this enemy of us both might 
never have thought it worth 
his while to trouble you again, 
the more so that the contest 
with my brothers and myself oVWl 
for the discovery of our great r 
ancestor’s mighty ring was 
more than sufficient to occupy 
the whole of his attention. 

But recent events have caused 
him to once more turn his eyes 



in her direction, with the idea of compelling 
her assistance to him by means of his teles- 
matic powers. So much have I found out 
by means of my art; but though in other 
matters appertaining to those tilings which 
are invisible and yet to happen, I can, by 
reason of my knowledge, see without 
hindrance, yet with regard to this I can 
perceive nothing clearly; all the projections 
being, unhappily, blurred and indistinct.” 

At these ominous words, so terribly 
confirmatory of the threat in Graham’s 
letter, and fitting in as they did so well 
with all my fears, I burst out -into a 
terrible sweat. The blood, instead of 
standing frozen in my veins, now coursed 
within them like cascades of living fire. 
I jumped wildly to my feet. 

“ Great God ! ” I gasped, and the hot 
words seemed to burn and crack my 
parched lips as they surged madly forth, 
so wholly was my being aflame with what 
I had just heard ; “ she is in peril, and 
from that scoundrel! I must 
go to her. I must leave here 
instantly, at once, immedi¬ 
ately, do you hear ? ” I 
screamed in a very agony of 
apprehension. “ Here, Darley, 
Schultz, my horse, I say; 
where is my horse ? ” And 
raving thus, I staggered to¬ 
wards the opening of the tent. 

My kinsman rose suddenly 
and, with a swift movement, 
caught my arm, forcing me 
gently but strongly down in¬ 
to a soft pile of cushions. 

“ Nay, cousin,” he said in 
a voice full of tender sym¬ 
pathy, “ do nothing rashly. 
Listen to me, I beseech you. 
I believe there is no imme¬ 
diate danger, and, at any rate, 
what you propose is altoge¬ 
ther impossible. Drink this; 
it will give you courage and 
strength and calmness.” And 
he drew' from his robe a small 
green flask of curious shape, 
and held it to my lips. I took 
a draught, and returned some¬ 
what to my senses. 

“ See here, my cousin,” he 
went on, still gazing at me 
with much concern, “the day 
is far spent, and you are 
weary with your journey. 
Even now the sun touches 
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the horizon. Be guided by me. Retire 
to the tent I have set apart for you, and 
to-morrow we will speak further on this 
matter.” 

His manner was so kindly, and even 
affectionate, that I felt it impossible to 
offer any objection. Besides, the draught, 
whatever it was, was unquestionably very 
potent, and already I found a drowsiness 
creeping over me, which I felt less and 
less able to resist. I accordingly sub¬ 
mitted to be led to my tent, and in an 
inconceivably short space of time I was 
sound asleep. 

It must have been somewhere near 
midnight when I awoke with a horrible, 
suffocating sense of impending misfortune. 
For some moments I was unable to recall 
the events of the past few hours with any 
clearness, but gradually memory re-as¬ 
serted itself, and they unfolded themselves 
one by one before me in dismal panoramic 
array. I blushed as I remembered my 
passionate, incoherent utterances the pre¬ 
vious evening, though, to be sure, my wild 
and sudden outbreak was very excusable 
in the face of what I had just been told. 
What man, indeed, could calmly hear 
that the eyes of a former and unscrupulous 
lover had been again turned desirously 
upon his wife, while he, her natural pro¬ 
tector, was thousands of miles from her 
side and utterly impotent to intervene ? 
The bare suggestion was nothing short of 
Hell, and I ground my teeth in savage 
fury at its recollection. 

The recrudescence of these scarifying 
thoughts threw my mind once more into a 
state of feverish perturbation, though, 
thanks to Benhanan’s powerful potion, I 
felt much calmer and stronger, and more 
able to take a dispassionate view of the 
situation than before. Finding, however, 
that I could sleep no more that night, I 
pushed aside the canvas slip that covered 
the entrance to my tent and stepped forth 
on to the warm, soft sand without. 

It was a glorious scene that met my 
view. As far as the eye could reach, 
everything was bathed in a silver sea of 
light, and, under that cold, effulgent flood, 
lay buried in slumber heavy as the tomb. 
There was no sound or movement any¬ 
where, and as I gazed upon that awful 
solitude, there was a weirdness in its very 
beauty that struck me with a solemn fear. 
At the back of the encampment rose pre¬ 
cipitously a rocky ridge, distant, as I 
guessed, about half a mile ; and this ridge 


I felt a sudden desire to climb, in order, as 
I told myself, to behold to the best advan¬ 
tage this strangely enchanting Oriental 
landscape, shimmering under the witchery 
of that marvellous Eastern moon. I 
started with the intention of carrying this 
impulse into effect, but I had not pro¬ 
ceeded many steps when another and 
equally strong impulse caused me to turn 
back to my tent and slip into my pocket 
the revolver which I had brought with me 
from England in case of any emergency * 
I might, I thought to myself, meet, per¬ 
chance, with some prowling beast of the 
night; and, at any rate, prudence dictated 
the propriety of never being unarmed in 
the desert, where the unexpected may, and 
does, so frequently occur. 

The rocky range was farther off than I 
had at first imagined, and it took me the 
best part of an hour to cover the inter- 
vening space between it and the camp. 
Also, when I did arrive at its base, I found 
it far more rugged and elevated than I had 
bargained for, and I saw that its ascent 
would be neither easy nor pleasant. In¬ 
deed, its huge, frowning boulders, which 
projected curiously in all sorts of queer 
shapes and angles, looked as though they 
might well have been heaped together by 
giant hands with a view to deter the rash 
and adventurous from attempting to 
achieve the summit. But I am naturally 
a resolute man—obstinate, I believe some 
of my kind friends go so far as to style me 
— and having once determined to ascend 
that rocky eminence, I was not going to 
be turned from my purpose by the diffi¬ 
culty of its accomplishment. After infinite 
trouble and many bruises, I overcame the 
last of the obstacles, and stood trium¬ 
phantly upon the top of one of the lesser 
peaks, surveying, with folded arms, the 
lovely scene at my feet. 

1 might have been standing thus wrapt 
in silent admiration for some five minutes,, 
when a mocking laugh behind me caused 
me to turn my head quickly in the direc¬ 
tion from which it appeared to emanate. 
The sight which met my astounded eyes 
will remain burnt in upon my soul through 
all eternity. There, at a distance of about 
thirty paces or so, I saw standing before 
me, with extended arms, the figure of the 
man whom above all others I had most 
cause to hate and fear—the man who 
called himself indifferently the Prince di 
Ricordo, Hussein Pacha, and God knows 
what else besides, but whom I verily be- 
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lieved in my heart at that moment to be 
cither the devil himself or one of his chief 
emissaries. His face was half towards me, 
with a diabolical look of exultant malignity 
upon it, and a hellish smile wreathed con¬ 
temptuously over his features as he saw 
me quiver with astonishment and heard 
my cry of horror. But further than this, 
he took no notice of my presence, but went 
on extending and withdrawing his arms 
with that curious undulating movement 
which had attracted and held my attention 
upon the occasion of our first meeting, and 
which I had such good cause to re¬ 
member. 

I stood rooted to the spot as though 
spell-bound, as indeed I was, gazing with 
bulging eyes at that devil, with his softly 
swaying arms, the lengthened shadows of 
which flitted hither and thither in the 
streaming moonlight until at times they 
seemed to almost touch my feet. I stood, 
I say, gazing at him thus, with a terrible, 


nameless fear gnawing the while at my 
heart. Then my eyes seemed to nearly 
start from my head, for I saw another 
figure slowly approaching, and a great cry 
of horror and despair came welling to my 
lips, only to die away unuttered, for there 
—oh, fearful, unnatural sight!—I beheld 
my wife, with her long hair floating wildly 
behind her and her arms outstretched to 
their widest extent, gliding noiselessly, 
unhesitatingly, willingly towards the 
mocking devil who stood there as though 
beckoning her to his deadly and loathsome 
embrace. 

Slowly my wife passed over the space 
which separated her from this beckoning 
monster. Slowly but surely she drew 
nearer to those extended arms, while I 
stood as one paralysed, watching this 
frightful sight without the power to inter¬ 
pose. Nearer and still nearer she came 
gliding on, until the tips of her out¬ 
stretched fingers almost touched his ac¬ 
cursed hands. 
Then, like a flash, 
the numbness 
passed. At the 
sight of this in¬ 
famous desecra¬ 
tion, my bodily 
and mental acti¬ 
vity returned and, 
drawing my re¬ 
volver, I pointed 
it full at the face 
of this destroying 
devil, and fired. 

I was cool 
enough now to 
watch narrowly 
the effect of my 
shot, and I dis¬ 
tinctly saw a red 
mark form in the 
centre of the fore¬ 
head as he threw 
up his arms above 
his head. The next 
moment my ears 
were deafened by 
a terrific crash, 
while the dust 
flew up in such 
dense clouds as to 
totally obscure 
everything from 
my view. When 
it cleared, I saw 
that a huge mass 
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of rock from an adjacent and more lofty 
peak had fallen upon the spot where I had 
last seen the forms of the Prince di Ricordo 
and my wife. Blinded, bewildered and 
sick at heart, I scrambled down as best I 
could from where I had been standing 
and, regardless of cuts and bruises, made 
my way back to the camp at the top of my 
speed. It was still buried in death-like 
slumber. Apparently the crash of the 
falling rocks had not reached the ears of 
the sleepers, but I did not hesitate. This 
was no time to stand upon ceremony, and 
I boldly entered the tent of Benhanan, with 
the intention of rousing and informing 
him of what had just transpired. But there 
was no need to awaken him. To my sur¬ 
prise, he was already up, and gazing in¬ 


tently into a small crystal mirror which 
he held in his hands. He turned to me 
with a melancholy smile, as though he 
had been expecting my arrival, and, before 
I could find it in me to utter a single word, 
he said: 

“ There is no need for you to tell me 
what you have just witnessed ; I likewise 
have seen it all. 'Tis but a vision con¬ 
jured up for your alarm by that arch-fiend 
who hates us both so well.” 

I was too astonished at hearing him 
speak thus to offer any remark, and he 
continued: 

“ I can, however, tell you something 
more than you have seen. Lady Wiseman 
has indeed left London, arriving at Cairo- 
a few hours after you had departed.” 
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“ What ?” I exclaimed 
furiously. “You tell me 
this ? and now only ? 
Where is your boasted 
friendship, that you did 
not speak of this be¬ 
fore ? ” 

“ Cousin,” replied Ben- 
hanan, looking me mourn¬ 
fully in the face, “ I 
knew it not myself an 
hour ago." 

“ Where is she now, 
then ? ” I cried, in bit¬ 
ter and uncontrollable 
anguish. “In God's 
name, tell me that, if you 
know, so that I may, at 
any rate, hasten to her 
protection.” 

And like a knell to my 
heart there came the 
terrible answer : “ She is 
even now far on the road 
to Persepolis.” 

“To Persepolis ! ” I 
shouted, almost mad with 
excitement at this fresh 
blow ; “ then to Perse¬ 
polis I go at once ! At 
least, you cannot offer 
any opposition to that.” 

“Cousin,” returned my 
kinsman gravely, “ not 
only do I offer no oppo¬ 
sition, but, if you will but 
tarry until the break of 
day, I will myself accom¬ 
pany you, for it is at Per¬ 
sepolis, if at all, that the 
talismanic signet of our 
great ancestor will finally 
be found.” 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 







The Memoirs of Dr. Francis IViseman. 

Compiled from Private Papers by his friend , the Rev . David Spencer: to which 
are added certain Critical Observations and Elucidations by Professor Otto Schultz , 
the distinguished Oriental Scholar . The whole now published for the first time , and 
forming an astounding Present-day Narrative of the Invisible and Supernatural . 

By PAUL SETON, 

Author of “ Revelatiom of a London Pawnbroker ,” “ Confessions of a Royal 

Academician&c . &c . 


Part II. 

The Search for the Signet. 
Adventure the Fourth. 

HERE are certain supreme crises 
in men’s lives when the mind be¬ 
comes reduced to a state of chaos, 
during the existence of which it is next to 
impossible to regard one’s surroundings 
with anything approaching to calmness or 
equability. The whole world seems at 
such times to revolve unmeaningly, and 
events run into one another and become 
curiously blurred and indistinct. At pe¬ 
riods such as these, one retires to rest 
with but a dim and uncertain perception 
of what has really transpired during the 
hours of watchfulness, and upon awaking 
in the morning, almost the first motion is 
that of the weary hand to the troubled 
brow in the painful effort to recall the 
events of the preceding day. 

I take no shame upon myself when I 
frankly admit that such was my condition 
during the next few days, while we were 
travelling steadily on with our faces set in 
the direction of the ancient capital of Per¬ 
sia. There was a certain indefinable 
something—a sort of numbness of the 
brain—which seized upon me and held 
me fast in its enervating grasp, so that I 
felt an almost morbid reluctance to con¬ 
verse upon our present situation. The 
details of our journey interested me not at 
all, and I passed the days in moody medi¬ 
tation, and the nights in feverish, dream- 
disturbed sleep. 

Nor was there anything to be surprised 
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at in all this, for most surely never was 
man confronted with a more soul-disturb¬ 
ing state of affairs. My wife had been 
inveigled from England by my arch¬ 
enemy ; and for aught I could tell, might 
at the present moment be shuddering 
helplessly in his power. I knew full well 
that he would pause at nothing in the 
achievement of his purpose, and my blood 
ran alternately hot and cold at the thought 
that she, whom I loved more dearly than 
life itself, might now be absolutely in the 
power of her former discarded lover. By 
degrees, however, the feeling of despair, 
which had hitherto predominated in my 
heart, gave place to other and more active 
passions. I had undiminished confidence 
in my wife’s prudence and good sense, 
though I was compelled to acknowledge 
to myself that these might only too easily 
prove of little or no avail against the 
occult wiles of the devil who had thus 
drawn her from her home. But what 
nerved me more than anything else was 
the thought that, in any case, I would 
exact a bitter and terrible revenge for the 
accumulated injuries which this smooth¬ 
tongued villain had wrought from time to 
time upon me. Somehow I was confident 
that in the last great scene to which I in¬ 
tuitively felt we were hastening, the strug¬ 
gle between us would be more equal than 
at any other time, and though I hated the 
man with a more deadly hatred than I had 
ever done before, yet, strangely enough, 
that hatred was no longer intermingled 
with a sense of fear at his extraordinary 
and unnatural oower. Should anything 
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have happened to my wife, I told myself 
with swelling bosom and flashing eyes, I 
would tear this diabolical wretch to pieces 
with my own hands, though all the myr¬ 
midons of hell should conspire to prevent 
my purpose. And so the time wore wea¬ 
rily along, until at length, one evening 
Benhanan informed me that to-morrow’s 
sun would see us before Persepolis. 

We were encamped for the night in the 
extremely beautiful and fertile valley of 
the Pulw£r, and Persepolis was at the 
most but a few miles distant. This much 
did Benhanan tell us in his tent, in which 
were likewise gathered the Professor and 
Darley upon this, the last night of our 
protracted travelling. The Professor, as 
usual, was full of much curious and inter¬ 
esting information concerning the historic 
locality in which we now found ourselves, 
to which, however, I am afraid I paid but 
scant attention. But Darley compensated 
for my apparent rudeness by listening to 
his learned disquisitions with a great show 
of interest, which I fear he did not alto¬ 
gether feel. It was certainly a most re¬ 
markable and noteworthy circumstance, 
that during the whole of our journey its 
ultimate object had been scarcely, if ever, 
touched upon, and even now, on the very 
eve of its termination, the subject still 
seemed to be tacitly tabooed, although we 
knew full well that on the morrow we 
should, in all probability, be face to face 
with events the final issue of which it was 
impossible to foretell. After a while, the 
Professor got up and bade us good night; 
Darley, shortly afterwards, following his 
example, yawning tremendously. I was 
thus, as I afterwards recollected, for the 
second time in my life, left absolutely 
alone with Benhanan. As I have said, 
no word or conversation of any sort had 
transpired between us with reference to 
the future from the time when I had dis¬ 
covered, through his instrumentality, that 
my wife was on her way to Persepolis. 
It was a topic which we both seemed by 
common consent to avoid. But when I 
rose with the intention of retiring for the 
night, Benhanan, with a gesture of his 
hand, stopped my departure. 

“ Cousin,” he said gravely, and, as I 
thought, somewhat sadly, “ we have at 
last arrived at the goal of our desires. 
The morrow is big with fate for both 
of us. Before the sun shall have again 
disappeared beneath the horizon, I shall 
make my last and mightiest effort to ob¬ 


tain possession of our great ancestor’s 
talismanic ring, while you, if Fortune 
prove propitious, will once more behold 
your wife.” 

I felt my heart throb faster at these 
words, but I remained silent; and after 
a pause, my companion continued: 

“ I perceive, my cousin, that you are 
none too well satisfied with your kinsman, 
but there exists no cause for your displea¬ 
sure. Could I have had the ordination 
of matters, they might have resulted diffe¬ 
rently, and you might possibly have been 
spared much anguish of mind; but it is 
not within the power of man to resist his 
destiny, and yours is strangely linked with 
mine in this supreme and crowning hour 
of my life.” 

My kinsman had truly divined the state 
of my mind. I did, indeed, feel bitterly 
towards him, though I knew full well that 
my resentment was both impolitic and 
unjust. It was no fault of his that I now 
trod the soil of Persia in search of one 
whose possible fate filled me with the most 
horrible and well-nigh unendurable appre¬ 
hension ; yet, at the same time, I could not 
refrain, though I knew how foolish was my 
conduct, from connecting him in some 
way with the agonizing position in which 
I now stood. My soul was exceeding sore 
within me, and my speech, in conse¬ 
quence, quite unnecessarily bitter. 

“ I wish from the bottom of my heart,” 
I exclaimed passionately, “ that this ac¬ 
cursed ring were buried miles below the 
bottom of the deepest ocean. It has 
brought nothing but trouble and disaster 
to me ; and, so far as I can see, to all others 
who have had the misfortune to be in any 
way ’mixed up with attempts for its re¬ 
covery. But mark you,” I went on hotly, 
“ if anything should happen to my wife— 
if that pure and innocent soul should have 
fallen a victim to the atrocious art of those 
engaged in this unholy quest—I warn you 
that I will work a terrible retribution on 
everyone concerned. I tell you solemnly 
that my hand shall be swift to execute 
justice upon any and all who shall have 
aided or abetted this miscreant in his 
hellish work; for I hold the honour and 
safety of Lady Wiseman incomparably 
higher than all the necromantic talismans 
the world ever held, aye, far higher even 
than the life of the direct descendant of 
Solomon at the present day.” 

It was a wild and foolish speech to 
make, but my whole being was aflame 
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with burning indignation, and my wrath 
in its seething intensity was madly seeking 
some outlet for relief. Though I knew my 
kinsman was perfectly blameless in the 
matter, yet it afforded me a kind of grim 
satisfaction to tell him thus plainly that I 
would hold him personally accountable for 
the safety of my 
darling. 

Benhanan' re¬ 
garded me steadi¬ 
ly, with more of 
pity than of anger 
in his eyes. Such 
a speech must 
have been exceed¬ 
ingly unpalatable 
to his imperious 
nature, and he 
would have been 
amply justified 
had he replied 
with scorn to my 
unwarrantable im¬ 
pertinence ;but he 
did nothing of the 
sort. Advancing 
to where I was 
standing, he 
touched my eye¬ 
lids gently with 
the tips of his 
fingers, at the 
same time mur¬ 
muring softly a 
few words in a 
tongue which 1 
failed to under¬ 
stand ; and then, 
leading me to the 
entrance of the 
tent, he drew aside 
the slip which 
covered it, and, in 
a calm and pas¬ 
sionless voice, 
bade me look with¬ 
out and tell him 
what I saw. 

I obeyed in si¬ 
lence, and my gaze 

rested upon a «i »•*»« voo thi 

scene of weird and 

incomparable beauty. Before me lay 
stretched the verdant plain of Merdusht, 
now wrapped in all the stillness of Oriental 
night. Innumerable stars studded the 
Heavens, while the moon, fresh risen above 
the horizon, appeared in that calm atmos¬ 


phere twice her natural size. Towards 
the right, in the far distance, rose a heavy 
chain of dark grey rocks ; and still farther 
in the same direction I thought I per¬ 
ceived the dull glimmer of several solitary 
pillars, which might have been the ruins 
of Persepolis ; but of this, of course, I was 


by no means sure. It was a view to have 
rejoiced the soul of an artist; and as I 
gazed admiringly upon it, although it was 
entirely different in its aspect, it put me 
strangely in mind of that memorable 
night in the desert when the beauty of the 
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scene had similarly appealed to my ad¬ 
miration, and when I had witnessed that 
strange and awful interview between the 
mysterious being who called himself the 
Prince di Ricordo and my wife. But I 
saw nothing more. There was no sound, 
no movement; and, so far as I could tell, 
the whole country for miles was absolutely 
lifeless, save for our encampment, now 
buried in profoundest slumber. 

I turned impatiently to Benhanan. “ I 
see nothing/’ I exclaimed, with a return 
of my old anger, “ save a beautiful land¬ 
scape, which, however, charming as it 
may be, I have most certainly not come 
all these miles to admire. If you think 
by this device-” 

Benhanan interrupted me without cere 
mony. “ Look,” he cried, pointing with 
his finger in the direction of the moon, 
“ and say, do you see nothing now ? ” 

I followed his outstretched hand, and 
observed to my surprise that the great 
white disc was now partially obscured by 
a broad line of black reaching right across 
the surface and extending some distance 
on either side. As I continued to look at 
this curious phenomenon, I observed that 
the line was not continuous and opaque, 
as I had at first imagined, but that it 
was apparently composed of a number of 
separate bodies, semi-transparent and en¬ 
dowed with motion ; for, so far as I could 
make out, the line was passing from left 
10 right, forming, as it were, a sort of pro¬ 
cession in the direction in which I con¬ 
ceived Persepolis to lie. I gazed in great 
surprise at this strange spectacle for some 
time, in the vain endeavour to discover its 
exact nature, but the longer I gazed the 
more perplexed did I become. At first I 
inclined to the opinion that it was some 
huge flock of birds—possibly a flight of 
those lovely falcons for which the district 
is so celebrated — but a few moments’ 
reflection served to convince me of the 
absurdity of this supposition. Altogether 
puzzled, I turned at last to Benhanan for 
explanation. 

He met my interrogative glance with a 
mournful smile. “ You see, at last, my 
cousin ? ” he said in a voice tinged with 
subdued melancholy. 

“ I see, certainly,” I replied, “ but I do 
not understand. Pray read this riddle 
for me.” 

Benhanan’s answer fell upon my ears 
with a terrible import, and I felt a cold 
chill seize upon my heart as I listened to 


the words which laid bare to me in a mo¬ 
ment the full seriousness of our position. 

“You have observed the black line, now 
ended, passing before the face of the 
moon ? ” 

I looked again. It was even as he had 
said. The last of the dark line had 
passed away, and the great silvery surface 
was shining once more with undiminished 
splendour. I noticed, moreover, that a 
thick cloud now hung over the spot which 
I had identified in my mind with Perse¬ 
polis. 

“ Yes,” I replied, “ I have observed; 
but what, in the name of Heaven, does it 
all mean ? ” 

Before he could return any answer, a 
bright flash illumined the dark blue vault 
of the sky, and a splendid star shot rapidly 
through the ether, descending into the 
very centre of the thick cloud I had pre¬ 
viously remarked. Benhanan looked into 
my face with increasing gravity. 

“ Simply this,” he said with solemn 
sadness when the last flicker had died 
away. “ That long black line passing 
over the face of the moon, and that dense 
cloud, which you perceive at present 
hanging over Persepolis, are certain indi¬ 
cations of the forces which the Prince di 
Ricordo is summoning to his assistance in 
the great and final trial of strength which 
must shortly take place between us. For 
you must know, my cousin, that this, the 
last great struggle for the possession of 
the world’s greatest treasure will be no 
small matter. Every conceivable ally 
that my rival can possibly command has 
already been called to the contest which 
both of us have for some time foreseen to 
bs inevitable. That band of spirits, 
whose appearance so bewildered you just 
now-” 

“ Good Heavens! ” I exclaimed, great¬ 
ly excited ; “is it possible that you mean 
to tell me yonder band was actually com¬ 
posed of beings belonging to another 
world ? ” 

At such a time as this, when I was al¬ 
most face to face with what could not fail, 
in any case, to be the awful denouement 
of the strange events in which I had, much 
against my will, found myself so inextri¬ 
cably entangled of late, it was curious to 
note how utterly all my past faith in the 
supernatural suddenly collapsed, and 
proved to be of an utterly illusory and 
superficial character. Surely, of all 
mortals, I ought to have been the least 
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surprised at what I had just observed, 
having regard to the extent and variety 
of my occult researches in the past. But, 
like many other beliefs, when my faith in 
what I professed was put to such a terrible 
test, it turned out unable to stand the 
severity of the strain. If what my kins¬ 
man said were true—and I had no pos¬ 
sible reason to doubt its correctness— 
then, of a truth, I was about to behold a 
scene the like of which had not been wit¬ 
nessed within the memory of man. 

Benhanan observed my confusion, and 
the pity oi his smile grew deeper. “ It is 
even so, my cousin,” he said softly, “ but 
surely this should not come upon you as a 
surprise. Rest confident, however, that 
whatever may happen, I will do my best 
to see that you and Lady Wiseman emerge 
uninjured from the struggle. But in the 
event of this matter going against me, 
and in case it should be beyond my power 
to further assist you in this world, I now 
propose to confide to you a philtre, con¬ 
taining a certain potent elixir, which may 
prove of the highest assistance to you in 
certain ultimate contingencies.” 

As my kinsman finished speaking, he 


rose, and crossing to the other 
side of the tent, opened a small 
ebony box, curiously chased 
and inlaid in fantastic designs 
with gold. From this he ex¬ 
tracted a minute and perfectly 
plain ivory casket, which he 
lorthwith placed in my hands. 

“ I beg you to remember,” 
he said very seriously, “ that 
this is not to be used save in 
the extremest necessity. With 
the sole exception of my arch¬ 
enemy, and yours, 1 do not be¬ 
lieve there exists on the face 
of this planet a single person, 
besides myself, possessing the 
knowledge of this marvellous 
secret which I have just handed 
to you, and which may eventu¬ 
ally prove to be of the most 
inestimable value.” 

This unexpected proof of the 
kindly disposition which my 
kinsman evidently entertained 
towards me, rendered me 
speechless for a moment, or 
rather, perhaps, I should say 
that the thanks which rose to 
my lips failed to find fitting 
words of expression. All my 
previous foolish anger and distrust van¬ 
ished instantaneously, and I could only 
look the gratitude I felt unable to speak. 
But as I carefully secreted the precious 
gift in my pocket, I suddenly bethought 
me that I was in entire ignorance of the 
precise nature of its virtues. Benhanan, 
as usual, read my thoughts at once, and 
said : 

“ You will find every necessary direc¬ 
tion for its use enclosed within the casket. 
But once again let me caution you not to 
employ it save in case of the direst ne¬ 
cessity. And now, my cousin, good-night. 
In a few hours we shall witness the dawn 
of that day for which I have toiled and 
travailed all my life." 

I silently shook the hand he held out to 
me, and, with a swelling heart, immediately 
sought the seclusion of my own tent, where 
I passed the remainder of the night ab¬ 
sorbed in gloomy speculations and 
forebodings concerning the stupendous 
morrow. 

At sunrise the whole camp was astir, 
and the Professor, Darley and myself 
were shortly after summoned to break¬ 
fast in Benhanan’s tent. It was a meal 
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that would have done no discredit to a 
Parisian cordon bleu, and I wondered, 
with a passing wonder, as I had done 
many times before in the course of our 
strange wanderings, how it was possible 
for such sumptuous repasts to be provided 
in the endless solitudes and desert wilds 
in which we had been incessantly journey¬ 
ing since we left Cairo. Whether the 
splendours of the table, thus literally 
spread in the desert in the face of our) 
enemy, similarly served to occupy the 
minds of my companions I know not; 
but I do know that the meal passed 
well-nigh in silence. At its conclusion 
Benhanan announced that a start would 
be made within the hour, and on emerging 
into the open air, we found that most of the 
tents had been already struck, and that 
everything was in active preparation for 
the forward movement. The Professor, 
whose manner betrayed much suppressed 
inward excitement, was conversing ea¬ 
gerly with me as to the probable time 
of our reaching Persepolis, when Darley 
motioned us both aside, with the obvious 
intention of speaking to us privately. 
Somewhat surprised, we followed his lead 
and found ourselves under the shade of an 
adjacent tree, where Darley proceeded to 
unburden his soul. 

“ See here,” he said, after he had lighted 
a cigar with singular deliberation, 44 I 
don’t think I’m any sort of a coward, and 
as I’ve started on this cheerful little 
expedition with you, I’m the last sort of 
man in the world to back out of it when 
it comes to danger; but what I want to 
know is this: is there going to be any 
fighting, and, if there is, what are we go¬ 
ing to fight ? I believe I’ll allow that the 
man isn’t born who can scare me much, 
and I don’t reckon these wandering 
niggers worth a red cent anyhow ; but if 
it’s going to be spirits, why then I’ve just 
got enough curiosity to like to know. 
Seems to me it’s only fair and reasonable 
that a man should be told what he’s ex¬ 
pected to find ahead ; and as our esteemed 
Israelitish friend at the head of this 
remarkable show seems to be breathing 
out nothing but war and slaughterings 
just now, I’ve got a notion I’d like to have 
some little idea of what he’s proposing to 
do. That’s all.” 

This speech, though perfectly natural 
under the circumstances, took me so 
completely by surprise that I felt quite 
incapable at the moment of returning any 


fitting reply. But Darley’s questions had 
a curious effect upon the usually placid and 
imperturbable Professor. His hitherto 
sternly repressed excitement now found 
vent in a tremendous 4i Ach ! ” followed 
by a wild dance of delirious activity. 

14 Mein Gott! ” he exclaimed, wiping 
away the moisture engendered by his un¬ 
wonted exertions, and speaking in a 
curiously composite fashion, “our young 
friend here is right. It must surely be spirits 
we shall see on this never-to-be-forgotten 
day. I mean,” lie continued more ser¬ 
iously, 44 that we shall at last the oppor¬ 
tunity have afforded us for ourselves to 
judge if these tales of the wonder-world 
have any foundation of fact or if they are 
but the imaginings of a brain much 
diseased. For my own part, I know not 
at all which to believe at present, and I 
forward look with pleasure to the chance 
so unusual of the next few hours to solve 
this problem of interest so immense.” 

“ Quite true and very proper, I am 
sure,” replied Darley, smoking on pla¬ 
cidly, with his eye steadily fixed on me; 
“ but, after all, you see, that don’t help me 
much. It don’t answer my questions 
worth anything, and seems to me I’ve got 
a right to have them answered somehow. 
Perhaps you can tell me something, 
doctor ; that might assist me just a bit in 
this matter.” 

It was impossible for a more embar¬ 
rassing appeal to be addressed to me just 
then. I felt I ought not, as a matter of 
duty, to keep the strange sight which 1 
had seen during the night a secret from 
my companions. But, on the other hand, 
I felt a very decided reluctance to speak 
about a matter which I knew very well 
might be received with absolute in¬ 
credulity. On the whole, however, it 
seemed the wisest course to conceal no¬ 
thing, and I accordingly narrated as 
briefly as I could the extraordinary oc¬ 
currence of the preceding evening which 
had so filled my mind with astonishment 
and awe at the time. 

Both my companions listened to my 
story in profound silence. When I had 
finished, the Professor appeared more 
enthusiastic than ever at the probable 
course of events which my strange expe¬ 
rience seemed to indicate. Darley, how¬ 
ever, took the matter very quietly. Care¬ 
lessly throwing his cigar away, he observed 
coolly: 

“Thanks, doctor. I reckon that’s 
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all right. Guess I’d better hurry up now 
and look after the baggage.” And, hum¬ 
ming “ Hail Columbia,” he strolled, to all 
appearance, unconcernedly away. 

A few more hours* travelling, and we 
stood at last at the end of our long and 
toilsome journey. Immediately before 
us, shimmering in the heat of the noonday 
sun, lay the ruins of Persia’s ancient 
capital. It is unnecessary for me to set 
out here with what mingled feelings I 
gazed for the first time on Persepolis, 
that wondrous City of the Forty Columns 
whose origin had defied the intellect and 
research of the most learned savants of 
this and every other age. Before me 
stretched a gigantic platform — a Cy¬ 
clopean structure some fifteen hundred 
feet in length — access to which was 
gained by two stupendous flights of steps 
composed of exquisite dark grey marble 
cut from the adjacent mountains, and 
fitted together without the aid of mortar. 

In front, the pillars of the ruined palace, 
amid which loomed out conspicuously 
two colossal bulls, on either side of what 
had in old-time constituted the portal, 
still proudly reared their unabated crests; 
while to the right, there towered in grim 
magnificence the shining sides of Kuhi 
Rahmet—the Mount of Grace. Some¬ 
where about half a dozen miles to the 
north-east, rose a perpendicular and for¬ 
bidding wall of rock, over the summit of 
which there floated a light and changeful 
vapour. And this was all that remained 
of the famous city which the great Suley- 
m£n Ibn-Daood, it was said, had raised 
unto himself by the aid of the genii and 
spirits that owned allegiance to his mighty 
nng! 

Nowhere was there the slightest sign of 
life perceptible—a circumstance in itself 
the more disquieting, seeing that there 
were usually to be found in the vicinity 
of the ruins shepherds attending to their 
flocks, and here and there natives engaged 
in various pastoral duties. But now no 
cheerful movement caught the watchful 
eye ; no sound of bleating flocks assailed 
the ear with pleasant melody. We stood 
cut off from life, alone—alone within the 
ruins of the city of the dead. 

The unnatural solitude, so far from 
having any depressing effect upon Ben- 
hanan, acted apparently as a stimulating 
potion might have done. I have bef jre 
referred to his regal appearance. As the 
decisive hour grew nigh, he appeared more 


II 

kingly than ever in his deportment. 
With dilated nostrils, like a war-horse 
sniffing the battle from afar, he stood with 
folded arms and flashing eyes, absorbed 
in thoughtful contemplation of the frown¬ 
ing cloud-capped rock in the distance. 
Even as he gazed a startling change 
came over the scene. Great banks of 
inky clouds sprang up as if by magic, 
obscuring the sun and producing a similar 
effect to that of a total eclipse. The 
atmosphere, already insupportably burn¬ 
ing, seemed to acquire an additional fiery 
heat, emitting at the same time a curious 
stifling odour, the like of which I had 
never before experienced. Great flocks 
of birds flew overhead, screeching wildly, 
while in the distance there came a low 
rumbling noise resembling thunder. Un¬ 
moved by all these ominous signs and 
portents, Benhanan, still leaning care¬ 
lessly against one of the marble pillars, 
continued gazing fixedly in the direction 
of the rocky ridge. Around him, the Pro¬ 
fessor, Darley and myself formed an 
anxious group, impatiently awaiting the 
development of events. Suddenly a 
blinding flash of lightning blazed over the 
landscape, leaving it immediately after 
blacker than before. This was followed 
by a second dazzling flash which, how¬ 
ever, instead of dying away, seemed to 
leave a lingering trail of light behind it, 
gradually culminating in one spot of ex¬ 
ceeding brightness a few paces directly in 
front of us. Then, as earth and sky 
solemnly gathered together in a deeper 
robe of blackness, the spot grew brighter 
and brighter, until at length it actually 
seemed a flame of living fire, the brilliancy 
of which well-nigh surpassed the endur¬ 
ance of mortal sight. The next moment 
came a deafening crash, as though a bolt 
had stricken the world and cleft it 
straightway in twain. Instinctively 1 
passed my hands over my eyes; and 
when I withdrew them, I perceived that 
the supreme hour—the hour so long anti¬ 
cipated—had indeed arrived, for there in 
front of us, with a sardonic smile upon 
his handsome evil features, stood the man 
we had come so far to meet—the Prince 
di Ricordo himself. 

Quite recently the British Public had 
the opportunity of seeing our greatest 
living actor in the character of Mephis- 
topheles, and exceedingly striking pictures 
of him, as he then appsared, were to be 
seen scattered in great profusion over 
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every quarter of the Metropolis. And 
hare before me actually stood the living 
embodiment of the fiend ! There was the 
same diabolical scowl upon his passion- 
distorted face; and even his dress, without 
being an exact copy, still came near 
enough in general effect to afford a strik¬ 
ing resemblance to the picture. He was 
clad in a rich dark red and close-fitting 
dress, while from his shoulders hung sus¬ 
pended a heavily embroidered mantle of 
darker hue. The sword and the feather 
alone were wanting to complete the cos¬ 
tume. With a bow of mock politeness, 
he doffed his purple cap to salute us, and 
as he did so I saw a sight which turned 
me faint and caused the very earth to 
reel and totter beneath my feet. For 
exactly in the centre of his forehead 
there stood out with startling distinctness 
a small red mark as of a wound newly 
healed; and I knew then that the shot 
which I had fired that terrible night in 
the desert had been true to its aim, though 
Benhanan had assured me at the time 
that the whole awful scene was but a 
vision conjured up by the Satanic art of 
that son of perdition. Whether this were 
so or not, at any rate the scar remained, 
a visible and living token which could not 
be explained away, and which left my 
heart sick within me. But I had no time 
afforded me to seek the solution of this 
strange mystery, for, folding his arms 
with as defiant and haughty a look as that 
which rested upon my kinsman’s face, he 
said coldly, addressing Benhanan : 

“ You have, then, at last summoned up 
the courage to meet me face to face It 
is well, for, here and now, upon this 
fateful plain, shall this long and bitter 
controversy betwe2n us be brought to its 
final issue. You know full well what 
doom awaits the vanquished, nor need I 
tell you that when your boasted power lies 
wrecked in fragments at my feet, as most 
assuredly it will, you may neither crave 
nor expect the slightest mercy at my 
hands” 

My kinsman’s face might have been 
carved out of the marble of the adjoining 
hills, for aught it revealed of what was 
passing in his soui. 

“ I need no descendant of Balkis’ 
bastard daughter,” he replied, with regal 
hauteur, “ to indicate my course. For 
once and all, I tell thee to thy face, thou 
spawn of hades, that I care naught for all 
thy boastful threats. Thou might’st with 


greater ease essay to turn the sun from 
its appointed course than determine else 
the current of my purpose. As to the 
issue, look quickly to thyself, for thou 
wilt stand in direst need of help.” 

This bold and biting speech, delivered 
with surpassing scorn, flew swiftly home 
like a well-directed arrow to its mark. 
The Prince’s face became distorted with 
indescribable rage, which almost choked 
bis very utterance. He threw forward 
nis arms, as though imprecating a curse 
upon the speaker, and stamped furiously 
upon the ground in the extremity of his 
passion. 

“ Sd, then, you are determined,” he 
hissed through his clenched teeth. “ I 
confess I expected nothing less. Go, 
then, to your fate, and your blood, and 
the blood of all those with you, be upon 
your head.” 

Thus was thrown down and accepted 
the gage of battle ; nor was any time lost 
in the commencement of the now in¬ 
evitable conflict. To adequately describe 
the immediately succeeding events, I ac¬ 
knowledge without hesitation, would re¬ 
quire a far abler pen than my own. The 
blazing circle of light, from the very 
centre of which had emerged the mys¬ 
terious figure of the descendant of the 
Queen of Sheba, now entirely disappeared, 
leaving the whole scene bathed in the 
profoundest gloom. Benhanan stamped 
thrice upon the ground, and suddenly I 
heard the flutter of wings on every side of 
where we stood, while at the same time 
the air became filled with strange and 
angry cries. Stepping forward a few 
paces into the darkness, he uttered some 
mystic words in a loud voice, and directly 
after, we heard the terrible din of battle 
over our heads. Distinctly the awful 
impact of the contending hosts smote 
upon my ears, and I knew then, beyond 
doubt, that the appalling and unpar¬ 
alleled struggle had at last begun in 
grim earnest. Flashes of forked lightning 
darted continuously from the two opposite 
corners of the heavens, as though hurled 
by mighty hands at invisible foes. Now 
and again a lurid glare would illumine 
the sky, and vanish as quickly as it came, 
accompanied by what seemed to my ears 
cries of triumph or despair. I know not 
how long this awful conflict lasted, in 
which the whole forces of nature ap¬ 
peared to my excited mind to be engaged, 
for after a while, overcome by the horrific 


THE MEMOIRS OF DR. FRANCIS WISEMAN. 


nature of my surroundings, I bowed my 
head in my hands, and endeavoured to 
shut out from eyes and ears as much as I 
could of what was transpiring around me. 
All at once there arose a loud and joyous 
exclamation from my kinsman, who had 
stood the whole of this terrible time but a 
few paces in front of us, apparently 
directing the movements of the forces on 
his side. 1 lifted my head, and saw the 
great masses of darkness rolling rapidly 
off the face of the sky, and presently the 
glorious sun shone forth once more over 
the desolate plain, and the battle of 
Persepolis was lost and won. 

“ Praise be to the God of Israel! ” ex¬ 
claimed Benhanan, turning towards us; 
“ thus far have I been successful, but the 
crucial test has yet to come. To you, my 
cousin/’ he continued, speaking sharply 
and rapidly; “and to you alone, can I 
offer the invitation to be present at the 
last great scene of all. To none other 
may it be given to witness the ultimate 
issue of this struggle. I will assure the 
safety of your friends, but only on this 
condition—that they set not foot from the 
spot on which they at present stand. In 
case of any untoward event happening to 
myself, it shall be my care to provide, so 
far as lieth within my power, for your 
safe and immediate return to them, but 
beyond this, I may promise naught.” 

“But my wife!” I exclaimed impul¬ 
sively, for the gnawing fear at my heart 
as to her probable fate had multiplied 
fifty-fold in intensity during the last few 
hours. “ What of her ? I have seen no 
signs of her presence here, and, as you 
know, ’tis she I came to seek.” 

“ Cousin,” returned Benhanan, with 
mournful gravity, “ I take you not only 
to the closing scene in this drama, but 
also to your wife.” 

I hesitated no longer. To see my 
beloved once more, I would willingly 
have dared all the unknown terrors of 
hell itself. “Kinsman,” I replied frankly, 
“ I accept your invitation, be the conse¬ 
quences of it what they may. Yours be 
l lie task to lead, and mine to follow.” 

No sooner had I thus spoken than a ser¬ 
vant appeared, leading two horses, into the 
saddle of one of which Benhanan leaped, 
while he motioned me to do likewise with 
the other; and then with a silent grasp of 
the hand from the Professor and Darley— 
for it was no time for superfluous words— 
we rode forward together into the valley. 
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Half an hour’s rapid riding brought us 
to the foot of the perpendicular rock to 
which I have before referred. Benhanan 
sprang lightly from the back of his steed, 
an example which I immediately followed, 
gazing meanwhile with uneasy feelings at 
the great polished wall of marble which 
formed an insuperable barrier to our fur¬ 
ther progress, and which I instinctively 
connected in my mind with the final con¬ 
summation of our quest. Benhanan ob¬ 
served my upward glance of dismay, and 
said reassuringly : 

“ I shall not call upon you, my cousin, 
to perform a difficult and well-nigh im¬ 
possible ascent, although the task has 
been accomplished more than once. High 
up that dazzling surface the bones of 
kings lie buried in their rocky graves, 
which men in times gone by hewed out, 
suspended in mid-air at the peril of their 
lives. But I will make a vastly easier 
entrance way than that.” 

Thrusting his hand into his bosom, he 
drew forth a small flat paper package, in 
appearance not unlike those in present 
use among dealers in precious stones. 
This similarity was in no wise lessened by 
its flashing contents; for when opened, I 
perceived that it contained a powder which 
might have been composed of fine white 
diamonds, exceedingly minute, but which 
emitted a multi-coloured and blinding 
radiance in the strong light of the mid¬ 
day sun. This powder he proceeded to 
scatter upon the ground in the form of an 
inverted triangle, into the centre of which, 
after stepping backwards a few paces, he 
threw a small green pellet about the size 
of a pea, at the same time elevating his 
arms and uttering some strange and com¬ 
manding words in a loud voice. Imme¬ 
diately a flame of surpassing brilliancy 
sprang up in the air to a considerable 
height with a noise resembling thunder, 
gradually fading away into a cloud of 
dense, silver-coloured smoke, which en¬ 
tirely obscured the face of the rock from 
our sight. When this had cleared away 
sufficiently, I saw, to my astonishment, 
that the polished and adamantine surface 
had been splintered completely in twain, 
leaving an opening amply large enough 
for us to penetrate through the stern and 
forbidding wall. With a whispered word 
to be silent, Benhanan seized my trem¬ 
bling hand, and together we passed into 
the darkness beyond. For some time we 
advanced steadily on, enveloped in a 
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blackness successfully rivalling that of the 
tomb, but as my vision slowly accustomed 
itself to the surrounding gloom, I became 
aware that we were traversing a long and 
narrow subterranean passage leading into 
the very bowels of the rock itself. By 
extending my hands, I could easily touch 
the wall on either side, and I remember 
feeling at the time a kind of dull wonder 
that it should seem so hot and scorching 
to the touch. 

We might have been proceeding thus 
for upwards of half an hour—for, as may 
be imagined, I had lost all count of time 
—when we suddenly came to a halt. In 
front of us the rock rose sharply, com¬ 
pletely shutting off our further progress. 
Before this fresh obstacle, Benhanan 
repeated the same process he had em¬ 
ployed without. Again the brilliant flame 
shot up, again the dense silver cloud 
wrapped us as in a mantle, and when, 
upon its disappearance, we looked eagerly 
forward, the wall was even rent as 
formerly, and the path lay unbarred to 
our feet. A few steps farther and we had 
at last reached the concluding scene of 
our enterprise, for without the utterance 
of a single word, my beating heart told 
me, with unerring instinct, that we had 
finally arrived at the resting place of the 
cause of all our dangerous and protracted 
journeyings—the spot where lay deposited 
the talismanic signet of Solomon the 
Great. 

The sight which my bewildered gaze 
now encountered was surely one of the 
most astounding ever yet revealed to 
mortal eyes. We were standing in a vast 
and lofty chamber of triangular form, of 
which it is not too much to say that be¬ 
side its contents the accumulated wealth 
of the world must have appeared of 
altogether insignificant value. Nowhere 
could the startled eye rest without being 
well nigh blinded by the incessant and 
ever-changeful flash of absolutely price¬ 
less jewels heaped high against the 
walls, which, under the powerful rays of 
the solitary swinging lamp in the centre 
of the apartment, threw out a myriad- 
hued and continuous band of gorgeous 
light, that positively sickened the vision 
with its sublime magnificence. At any 
other time this incredible exhibition 
would have compelled my wondering 
attention, but as soon as I had somewhat 
recovered from the stupor at first induced 
by this unparalleled spectacle, I had eyes 


for nothing else save the strange sight 
immediately before me. In the centre, 
and therefore directly under the oscillat¬ 
ing lamp, stood a pile of heavy, roughly 
hewn stones, heaped together in the form 
of a rude and low-built altar, the rugged 
nakedness of which stood out in almost 
fearful contrast to the matchless splendour 
by which it was surrounded. As I gazed 
awe-stricken on this stupendous contrast, 
the remembrance of poor Graham’s story 
of the picture he had dimly seen twice 
repeated in the house of Benhanan’s 
brother rose up with startling distinctness 
within me. But the most astonishing 
sight of all was a massive canopy of stone 
suspended over the altar at a height of 
some twelve or fifteen feet, entirely with¬ 
out the slightest apparent support, and 
above which the hanging lamp swung 
steadily to and fro, like the vast pendulum 
of the Eternal Clock of Time. But even 
this great wonder might not long detain me, 
f jr on one side of the altar I saw standing 
i 1 an attitude of mocking calm, with one 
arm outstretched towards a brazier and a 
devil’s smile playing on his wicked face, 
my persistent and malignant foe, the 
Prince di Ricordo, and on the other 
— Heaven help me ! — the pale and 
statuesque form of my beloved wife. 

For same moments there continued a 
silence, the profundity of which almost 
deprived me of the power of breathing, 
and the.] the Prince, turning towards 
us, broke the horrible stillness, which 
was stabbing me to the very heart with 
a shirp and nameless fear. 

“ I perceive, then, that you are resolved 
to pursue your rash project to the end,” 
he exclaimed insultingly to Benhanan 
“ Is it for me again, even at the eleventh 
hour, to tell you, presumptuous fool, that 
you may not hope to succeed in this mat¬ 
ter—that to no mortal, save myself, is it 
given to accomplish this, .the greatest of 
all earthly undertakings ? ” 

“ Thou lying impostor! ” cried my 
kinsman, lifting his arm in irrepressible 
anger; “ how dost thou dare address thy¬ 
self to me, save to implore unmerited 
mercy at my hands ? Have I not, even 
since the morning sun arose, proclaimed 
myself thy master, and have not the 
forces, of which long and painful seeking 
has yielded me control, scattered like 
chaff the unclean hordes which thou 
didst summon from the mouth of hell to 
thy assistance ? ” 
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“It may be even so,’* replied the Prince, 
with a bitter sneer; “ but what of it, if 
t hy more numerous legions proved in 
passing too great a match for mine? 
IJost thou suppose that this can sway the 
•ildmate result ? Art thou, indeed, who 
• lost so boastfully proclaim thy vaunted 
wisdom from the housetops, so ignorant 
that thou knowest not it is commanded 
that within this mighty rock no spirit, 
save only those controlled by the omni¬ 
potent signet of Solomon the Great, may 
enter or exist, and that thou, in rashly 
penetrating to this hidden spot, canst not 
summon even the feeblest to thy aid ?” 

“With all this am I fully conversant,” 
returned my kinsman, with far less show 
of passion than I had anticipated. “ More¬ 
over do I know full well that final triumph 
resteth not with thee, for thou hast dis¬ 
covered but the half of those dread words 
that can alone compel these stones to 
burst asunder and deiiver up their awful 
charge.” 

“Truly thou art a great magician,” 
retorted the Prince tauntingly; “ but, 
after all, it may so prove that my know¬ 
ledge of th s matter fully equals thine. 
The latter portion of that mighty sen¬ 
tence, I admit, is known alone to thee, 
but what availeth it without the secret of 
tho>e other words, now locked within my 
breist, failing possession of which all thy 
boasted wisdom is as naught ?” 

Benhanan’s face grew visibly paler as 
these ominous words fell upon his ears. 
“ I cannot gainsay that in this respect 
thou speakest truth,” he replied slowly, 
with that mournful intonation I had ob¬ 
served on previous occasions; “ but now 
art thou assuredly within my power, for 
what doth hinder me from plunging this 
keen blade in thy false heart if thou 
refusest to deliver up to me those words, 
the knowledge of which is essential to my 
purpose ? ” And he held up menacingly 
a sharply pointed dagger as he spoke. 

The Prince laughed scornfully. “ Speak 
on, O brave Benhanan,” he exclaimed in 
mocking accents ; “ thy courage and thy 
wisdom run together well. Speak on, O 
mighty master, for thy servant listeneth.” 

With a great and obvious effort, Ben- 
hanan retained his calmness. “ I know 
that life to thee is very precious,” he said 
coldly; “ and thou canst not hope to 
escape from my wrath alive, unless I will 
it so, for if I am debarred from help from 
those to whom my word is power, so, 
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likewise, art thou unable to summon as¬ 
sistance to thy side, and thou knowest 
well it is decreed I may not take my 
death from mortal hands. My soul is 
loth to enter into any compact with such 
an one as thou, but yield to me those 
words thou wottest of, and I swear to 
thee, by the Most Great Name, that, not 
only shalt thou go forth from this place 
free and scatheless, but the sole and un¬ 
disputed possessor, moreover, of all these 
countless treasures, the like of which hath 
never yet been gathered thus together 
since the world emerged from chaos.” 

“ Ha, ha ! ” burst forth the Prince de¬ 
risively ; “so that, then, is thy highest 
card in this great game. Now listen to 
me, thou dog and son of a dog, on whom 
I spit, and know that the long-delayed 
hour of my vengeance hath of a surety 
arrived. Here, by my art,” he continued, 
pointing to my wife, while his face as¬ 
sumed the terrific aspect of a fiend from 
hell about to strike his last and fatal 
blow ; “ stands one whose telesmatic 
power shall draw thy secret from thy 
heart, were it bound round within thy 
breast by iron bands. Resist thou canst 
not, in spite of all thy wiles, for, behold, 
in my hand there flames that living mystic 
stone, to obtain possession of which I 
sacrificed the fairest of women to him who 
trembleth by thy side. “ Look,” he cried 
triumphantly, holding aloft the flashing 
gem that had brought me such a strangely 
mixed heritage of happiness and woe; 
“ look, and let thy soul wither to dust 
within thee at the sight! ” 

He advanced, as he finished speaking, 
to the front of the altar, still holding in 
his left hand the stone elevated above his 
head, while with his right, to my in¬ 
dignant horror, he touched my wife upon 
the shoulder. She immediately turned 
her cold emotionless face towards him, as 
though passively awaiting his will. 

“ By the name of the great Aherman,” he 
exclaimed in a terrible voice ; “ who, with 
the King of Egypt’s fairest daughter, 
turned the god-like Solomon unto the 
worship of most powerful devils, and by 
the rare and abiding virtue of this living 
stone, which binds thy sinless soul in 
subjection to my will, I conjure and com¬ 
mand the3 that thou do now require of 
this vile and presumptuous Israelite that 
he deliver up to thee that portion of 
the dread all-potent sentence which he 
knoweth, and which in its completeness 
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shall unseal these stones before thee, and 
loose the mighty signet they contain.’’ 

Up to this moment, I had stood a 
petrified spectator of this astounding and 
absorbing scene; but at these terrible 
words, I felt a fresh thrill of terror run 
through my veins. Hitheito, bold in the 
sagacity and strength of my, till now, 
invincible kinsman, I had been content 
to stand aside and let him deal as he 
thought fit with the incarnate devil before 
us. But now I saw, to my alarm, that 
the Prince had uttered no idle threat. 
Under the steady and luminous gaze of 
my wife, Benhanan’s face had already 
commenced to pale ; his form stiffened ; 
the uplifted dagger dropped from his 
nerveless fingers, with a crash, to the 
ground, and it was evident that his power 
was fast ebbing away. Another moment, 
and the secret would be wrested from his 
grasp, to the inevitable and utter destruc¬ 
tion of us both. The fatal words were 
slowly forming on the lips of my wife, and 
our impending doom appeared impossible 
of escape, when suddenly there came 
clearness to my brain and courage to my 
heart. Without the slightest hint of 
warning, I sprang upon the Prince, 
forcing him backwards towards the altar, 
while at the same time my hand closed 
on the glittering gem. The stone once in 
my possession, the charm was broken, 
and with an appalling cry of concentrated 
rage, Benhanan, pushing me aside, leaped 
furiously upon his astonished foe. Such - 
was the violence of his attack that the 
Prince was straightway hurled on to the 
very altar itself, where he lay prostrate, 
completely at the mercy of his assailant. 

“ Wretch ! ” hissed Benhanan, with his 
hand upon his enemy’s throat; “ wilt 
thou even now refuse to utter the only 
words that can avail to save thy evil life, 
or must I be compelled to speak the 
sentence that destroys the ring for ever ? ” 

“ Speak it,” gasped the half-choked 
man, with a look of undying hatred upon 
his face. “ Speak it, and die, for thou 
shalt never live to triumph over me.” 

Benhanan slowly relinquished his clutch 
upon his fallen foe ; and rising to his feet, 
he extended his arms to Heaven and forth¬ 
with uttered the awful words fraught with 
such tremendous doom. A frightful, 
amazing and unearthly cry echoed again 
and again over the chamber, a cry as of 
innumerable spirits rejoicing in their 
liberation from the mighty yoke which 


they had worn so long upon their necks, 
and then, while I stood terror-stricken, I 
saw—oh, horrible sight !—the great stone 
canopy, held firmly by invisible fingers in 
its place through centuries of time, rock 
slowly to and lro, and then fall finally 
with an awful crash upon the altar be¬ 
neath, crushing and grinding to powder 
everything in its descent. With a loud 
shriek, my wife flung herself upon my 
breast, just as the great golden lamp 
gave one last mighty flicker and expired ; 
while I, scarce knowing what I did, 
caught her up in my arms and staggered 
with drunken steps through the opening 
by which my ill-fated kinsman and I had 
entered, and from thence into the yawning 
passage beyond ; nor did I once pause in 
my flight from that terrible chamber of 
death until I felt the pure fresh bretze of 
Heaven upon my brow, and, with my pre¬ 
cious burden, emerged once more into the 
glorious light of day. 

END OF MEMOIRS 


Thus abruptly ended these curious and 
eventful Memoirs, than which surely 
stranger never were penned. Feeling 
their lack of completeness, I decided upon 
paying another visit to town, in the hope 
of discovering some additional MS. which 
should render them a more perfect narra¬ 
tive. Upon arriving, however, at Brook 
Street, I found that No. 98 was in process 
of startling transformation. Every ves¬ 
tige of its former contents had been 
removed, and the house was now in the 
possession of an army of workmen busily 
engaged in rendering it as light and 
cheerful as it had before been dark and 
gloomy. Surprised and puzzled beyond 
measure at this new development, I 
repaired to the office of Messrs. Lewin 
and Lewin, with the intention of seeking 
some explanation of this remarkable 
change. But the only information I 
could gather there was that the firm were 
acting in strict accordance with the 
wishes of their late client, who had ex¬ 
pressly provided instructions that, in the 
event of his continued absence after a 
certain specified date, the whole of his 
property was to be disposed of by public 
auction, and his interest in the house to 
cease forthwith. Sadly perplexed at this 
fresh mystery, I returned to Springfield, 
where the following morning I received 
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the appended letter from Professor 
Schultz, with the publication of which I 
desire it to be clearly understood that my 
unwilling responsibility in connection 
with this painful matter must be con¬ 
sidered to finally terminate.— Editor of 
Memoirs. 


APPENDIX. 

Letter from Professor Otto Schultz. 

Hotel Victoria, 
Northumberland Avenue. 

30th May, 1893. 

Reverend Sir, —Although I have not 
the pleasure of your personal acquaint¬ 
ance, I take the liberty of writing to you 
in compliance with what I must now 
term the death-bed desire of my excellent 
friend, the late Dr. Francis Wiseman. 
As you are probably aware, after her 
return from the East, Lady Wiseman fell 
into a precarious state of health, and 
towards the close of last summer, to the 


inexpressible grief of her husband, she 
passed peacefully away. Her untimely 
death had an immediate and remarkable 
effect upon my friend. He withdrew 
almost entirely from practice, while his 
manner became morbid in the extreme. 
About the middle of last November he 
came to me — I have been staying in 
London for the past twelve months, but 
I leave for good to-morrow—for the pur¬ 
pose of announcing a strange resolution, 
which I give to you, as far as possible, in 
his own words. 

“ My dear Professor,” he said very 
deliberately, “ you are acquainted, not 
only with my past history, but also 
with the fact that a few hours before my 
unfortunate kinsman perished at Perse- 
polis, together with that extraordinary 
being who called himself the Prince di 
Ricordo, he placed in my hands a certain 
elixir, the peculiar virtue of which consists, 
as I have since discovered, in enabling 
the soul to quit the body for an agreed 
period of time, at the expiration of which, 
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it again returns to its mortal tenement. 
It was given to me at a time of great 
peril, with the injunction never to employ 
it save in the event of supreme necessity. 
I cannot but believe that the moment 
indicated for its use has now arrived. I 
am weary of my life. The sole remaining 
link which bound me to this earth was 
snapped for ever when I followed the body 
of my beloved wife to its last resting- 
place. Since then I have endured a 
desolation of heart surpassing all descrip¬ 
tion, and which has gradually augmented 
to that point when it ceases to bi endur¬ 
able I have therefore determined to test 
the power of this elixir, in the hope that 
I may thus be permitted to see my darling 
once again, if only for a short space, and 
obtain from her’ sweet self that consola¬ 
tion, without which I feel assured I shall 
go mad. I have arranged all my affairs ; 
discharged all my servants except one, in 
whom I place the most implicit confidence, 
and given every necessary direction to my 
lawyers. I have taken a small cottage in 
the outskirts of London, where I propose 
finishing the writing of my Memoirs, and 
when this self-imposed task is completed 
1 intend to make the great experiment. 
The period I have determined upon dur¬ 
ing which my soul shall remain absent 
from this tabernacle of clay is but a 
quarter of a year—a short three months, 
which will speedily elapse. And now, my 
friend, I have one last great favour to 
request at your hands. It is this : that 
during the period I have named, you will 
pay a weekly visit to my body; and if at 
the expiration of the time it should appear 
to you it still remains inanimate, to con¬ 
clude that I have voluntarily chosen not 
to return to it again. You will then issue 
the necessary directions, and cause my 


remains to be decently buried out of sight 
as quickly as may be.” 

To this determination he obstinately 
adhered, nor could all my urgent solicita 
tions move him in the least. On the 26th 
of last February lie carried out his 
avowed intention by draining the elixir to 
the last drop. Since then I have regularly 
visited the body once a week according to 
his expressed desire—thirteen times in all 
—during which I observed no material 
change in its appearance, which was, in¬ 
deed, but that of deep and protracted 
slumber. Yesterday, however, the stipu¬ 
lated period of inanimation having more 
than expired, I took with me Dr. Ezra P. 
Darley—an accomplished young Ameri¬ 
can physician, at present staying in this 
country—and at his suggestion, we pro¬ 
ceeded to perform a certain operation, 
with the view of ascertaining if any 
vestige of life still lingered in the body. 
But at the first stroke of the knife such a 
terrible and unendurable odour filled the 
room, and such a frightful change came 
over the face of the subject, which sud¬ 
denly assumed the appearance of a corpse 
several months'old, that we were com¬ 
pelled to abandon our unfinished task in 
dismay. 

I do not know what you will think of 
this strange tale, but I only redeem my 
promise to the deceased by informing you 
of these unpleasant details. I should add 
that I have also written to the coroner of 
the district, apprising him of as much of 
the facts as I deemed consistent with dis¬ 
cretion under the circumstances. 

I have the honour to remain, 

Your very obedient servant, 

Otto Schultz. 

The Rev. David Spencer, M.A. 


(FINIS.) 



By A ONES WALTERSTORFF. 


O N E often hears that “ truth is 
stranger than fiction, ’ but it is 
seldom that the fact comes home 
to one so strongly as it did to me a little 
while ago, when I was told a story, which, 
had I read it anywhere, I should certainly 
have regarded as the purest fiction. 

I was staying for a few weeks last 
summer at Brighton, and used to spend 
a good deal of my time on the beach ; 
where, seated within safe distance of the 
incoming tide, I was never tired of watch¬ 
ing the restless play of the waves, as they 
came lapping almost to my feet, and 
the sails passing to and fro along the 
Channel, looking in the distance like 
white wings skimming the horizon. “ Out¬ 
ward bound,” many of them, bearing to 
the other end of the world a goodly cargo 
of human lives—poor, driven souls, who 
worsted in the fight for existence in their 
own, were setting out for a new country, 
and now on the crowded decks were gazing 
with dim, wistful eyes on the shores they 
would never see again. 

One morning I was sitting, as usual, close 
to the sea; with a book in my lap ; though 
that was only for appearance sake, for it 
was one of those ideally beautiful days 
when the mere sense of lining Seems 
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pleasure enough, and thoughts only idly 
rest on the beauties of earth and sky. 
The sea was perfectly calm, and looked 
as bright and innocent as if never an 
angry storm had lashed its smiling sur¬ 
face into tempestuous waves ; and the tiny 
ripples, as they broke, with a gentle splash, 
over the "pebbles, seemed like little 
children at play. There was only one 
dark spot in all that sunny brightness— 
the figure of a lady in deepest mourning, 
standing motionless by the water’s edge. 
I had often noticed her on the beach and 
wondered who she was; she was always 
alone, and sometimes would sit for hours 
with bent head and hands idly folded in 
her lap; and very pathetic I thought she 
looked in the sombre crape garments 
which seemed almost to weigh down the 
slim, girlish figure. 

To-day, however, for the first time, I 
saw her face, for she passed close beside 
me with her veil thrown back ; it was one 
I can never forget; quite young (she could 
not have been more than twenty at the 
most), yet her hair was snow white, and 
her large, mournful eyes had a strange. 
scared look in them, very painful to ste. 
What could have brought it there ? I 
wondered; and I sat lost in vague spe- 
7 
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■culation, when a hand on my shoulder 
startled me out of my reverie. 

“ What is the nature of the problem 
now ? ” asked a merry voice in my ear. 

“ Oh, Alice! ” I cried, pulling the ques- 


mourner yonder, with the girl’s face and 
the snow-white hair." 

Alice's eyes, following the direction of 
my gaze, rested on the black-robed figure 
now sitting at a little distance from us. 



tioner down beside me on the beach ; “ Ah, that is Mrs. C-,” she said, her 

“ you have come just in the nick of time voice falling to a pitying whisper ; poor 
to help me solve it; you, who are a walk- girl, she was widowed before she was 
ing encyclopatdia of general information, hardly a wife; hers is a strange, sad 
can no doubt tell me all about the story.” 
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“ And now, like a good sou), you are 
going to tell me all about it,” I cried, my 
interest and curiosity still further excited. 

“ Well, it is not a long story, so I will, 
if you like.” And Alice, settling herself 
down by my side, began : 

“Just about this time last year, 

Mrs. C-(she was pretty Lucy Ashton 

then) went on a visit to the Morgans of 

B-shire. You know them by name, I 

think ; they have one of the nicest places 
in the county—a lovely old Manor House 
with gabled roof and high casement win¬ 
dows and all sorts of queer out-of-the-way 
nooks and corners. It had been a monas¬ 
tery once, before monks went out of 
fashion in England ; but they seemed to 
have cleared out conscientiously, for no 
one, as far as I know, has ever seen any of 
their departed spirits lurking about at un¬ 
timely hours of the night, though it is an 
ideal sort of a place for harbouring any 
amount of ghosts. 

“ Lucy was very fond of going to the 
Morgans, and often used to stay with 
them, but this visit was to be her last before 
her marriage, for she was just engaged, 
and the wedding was to come off about 
the New Year. One night, soon after her 
arrival, she was suddenly awakened by the 
sound of wheels driving up to the hall 
door, which was just beneath her bedroom 
window. Visitors could hardly be arriv¬ 
ing in the dead of night, she thought; 
besides, the house was quite full already. 
So she jumped out of bed to see who it 
could possibly be; perhaps someone was 
taken ill and the doctor was sent for. 
Drawing aside her blind a little, she 
looked out and saw, to her dismay, a 
hearse standing before the door. Could 
there have been a death in the house, she 
wondered. As far as she knew, no one 
had even been ill. Perhaps, however, 
one of the servants had died, and Mrs. 
Morgan, not wishing to distress or frighten 
her visitors, was having the body taken 
away in the middle of the night. This was 
the only solution Lucy could think of; and 
she lingered by the window to watch the 
coffin brought out, but none came ; the 
hall door remained closed, there was not 
the slightest stir in the house, and outside 
all was dead silence. Even the horses 
stood perfectly motionless, and the driver 
sat still and rigid on the box, except once 
when he lifted his head and gazed fixedly 
at the window at which Lucy was stand¬ 
ing. The moon shone full on his face, 


and she saw it distinctly ; it gave her a 
shock—it was so deadly pale, and there 
was such a strange, solemn look in the 
large black eyes. 

“ The next moment the man gathered 
up the reins, and the hearse drove slowly 
away. 

“ It was long before Lucy slept that 
night, as you may imagine, the incident 
having left a very painful impression on 
her mind. 

“The next morning she tried to.find out, 
in an indirect way, if anyone had lately 
died in the house ; she did not like to ask 
the question point blank, or to speak of 
what she had seen, in case, as she sup¬ 
posed, a death had occurred which her 
hostess, for the sake of her visitors, wished 
to conceal. She could elicit nothing, 
however, which could in any way throw 
light on the matter, so she went to the 
housekeeper next (an old retainer of the 
family) and tried to pump her, but was 
not more successful there ; as far as she 
could learn, nobody had been even ill, 
either at the Manor House or the village. 
Puzzled and uneasy, Lucy was obliged at 
last to give up attempting to solve the 
mystery, and tried to dismiss the matter 
from her mind altogether. 

“ The next night, as she was tossing 
about on her bed, unable to sleep, she was 
startled again by the sound of wheels 
crunching along the carriage drive; they 
stopped, as on the previous night, in front 
of the hall door. With a beating heart. 
Lucy jumped up to see what it was. It 
was the hearse again! Sick with fright, 
she hardly knew why, she watched by the 
window to see if any coffin were brought 
out; but, after waiting a little while, the 
hearse drove away empty as it had come, 
though not before the driver with the 
strange white face and solemn eyes had 
cast another long look at Lucy’s window. 

“ The poor girl was quite ill the next 
morning, which gave her a good excuse 
for returning home immediately, for she 
felt she could not possibly stay another 
night at the Manor House. Some unac¬ 
countable feeling at the time kept her 
from speaking of what she had seen, 
though for many weeks after the remem¬ 
brance of the strange incident preyed 
upon her nerves and seriously affected 
her health and spirits. As winter ap¬ 
proached, however, Lucy began to cheer 
up, the preparations for her marriage 
diverted her mind, and she at last almost 
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succeeded in forgetting the circumstance 
altogether. The wedding took place at 
the new year, and the young couple 
started immediately after for Paris, which 
was to be their first halt en rout-; for Italy. 
Lucy was quite herself by this time, and 
set off for her honeymoon as blight and 
joyous a bride as one could wish to see. 

They went to Hotel-, but, as it was 

very full, were obliged to content them¬ 
selves with rooms au quatrieme. Here, 
however, to Lucy’s great delight, they 
found the Bennet family quartered ; the 
girls were old school friends of hers, and 
she had not seen them for a long time, 
as they had been travelling. The day 
before they left, which was soon after the 
C.’s arrival, they all agreed to dine at the 
hotal table d'hote and go to the theatre 
afterwards. There was a lift up to the 
fourth floor, and just before dinner time 
the whole party assembled outside it, in¬ 
tending to go down together. Lucy, who 
had forgotten something in her room and 
had run to fetch it, was the last to get in, 
just as she was in the act of doing so, her 
eye fell on the man who managed the lift 
and she drew back with a shudder—it 
was the face of the man who had driven 
the hearse. Startled and agitated, she 
begged her husband and friends to get 
out and walk down, but they were com¬ 
fortably settled in their seats, and laugh¬ 
ingly objected to turn out again for what 


they considered a mere whim of Lucy’s. 
The altercation was ended at last by the 
man pulling the ropes; the lift began to 
descend, and Lucy was left standing 
alone. ‘ Good-bye,’ a merry chorus of 
voices called out to her, * we’ll meet at 
the bottom.’ For a minute or two a 
strange, stunned feeling seemed to chain 
her to the spot, then she flew, rather than 
ran, down the long flights of stairs to the 
ground floor, where the party was to get 
out. A group of frightened waiters were 
clustered round the entrance to the lift, 
pitying hands were stretched out to stop 
her, but she forced her way through like 
one possessed. The door to the lift was 
open, but husband and friends were still 
within, dead ! all dead 1 There had been 
an accident, the ropes had broken and all 
were killed instantaneously. 

■ “ Lucy was struck down with brain 
fever after that, and for weeks hovered 
between life and death; she recovered— 
the wreck you see her now.” * 

Alice’s voice ceased, and for a time 
there was silence between us. “ Come,” 
she said at last, “ the sun is really getting 
too hot; we shall be cooler indoors; ” so 
we turned to go. The poor mourner in 
the distance was still sitting with clasped 
hands and eyes gazing wistfully over the 
blue expanse of water which lay between 
her and the shores where her young life’s 
happiness lay buried. 




I IE sun was setting in radiant glory 
behind the walls of the old mon¬ 
astery of Kidaka, which, built on 
the sunny lotus-covered banks of the river 
of that name, had stood for years in hal¬ 
lowed silence, and held its sacred roof over 
hearts of innocence and heads golden and 
grey. 

Standing there on a gentle slope, its 
gardens gliding away into fields of bamboo 
and rice, its windows looked down in 
their lofty silence upon a scene at once 
beautiful and gay 

Very different from the stern, hallowed 
monastery was the scene below : the one 
untouched by the outside world, the other, 
in a sense, the world itself. 

The river—the mighty Kidaka—whose 
volume yearly rose and watered the rice- 
fields of the ancient monastery, passed 
but a short distance farther down the 
glorious tea-gardens owned by one Dai¬ 
koku, a Japanese of quiet, studious habits, 
although possessing a homestead fre¬ 
quented by the pleasure-seekers of the 
city. The dainty bamboo structure of the 
tea-house, its many paper windows twin¬ 
kling like mirrors in the sun's rays, its 
groves of scented cherry trees, its tiny 
waterfalls, and the air heavily laden with 
the perfume of many flowers were sufficient 
in themselves to inspire the would-be poet 
to eloquent Hows of rapture, or to induce 
the gay merry-makers to stop their gon¬ 
dolas at the tea-house steps and quench 
their thirst with the golden sake while 
their ears were ravished with the sound 
of the mandolin or guitar. But the tea¬ 


garden of Daikoku boasted a greater 
attraction than any of these; the whole 
life and sunshine, meiriment and prospe¬ 
rity of the place were centred in Sosanoo, 
his beautiful and gifted daughter, who, 
though but young in years, was yet, alas ! 
old in the powers of love and coquetry, 
anddrove tomadnessand despair the hearts 
of youthful Japan, as she sent great glit¬ 
tering shafts of love from her brown eyes, 
while she handed round the tiny egg-shell 
cups, or sighed with passionate ardour 
under the shelter of the cherry groves. 

It was this scene of life and merriment 
that the young bonzes of the monastery 
beheld from their windows. But from 
such worldly vanities were they held 
strictly aloof; they might not par¬ 
take of the sakd, nor of fish or meat; 
neither might they even speak to the 
women of the tea-houses. 

To all save one of the monastery in¬ 
mates these restrictions mattered but 
little. What cared they for tea gardens 
or cherry groves ? Was not the sparkling 
water of their own dear river better than 
all the tea or sakd in Japan, and had they 
not cherry groves rivalling in beauty and 
perfume those of Daikoku ? 

No, they wanted none of the frivolities 
of youth ; they were content with their 
prayers and their rice-fields, their straw 
sandals and linen hats; all save Momotaro, 
the youngest, handsomest bonze of them 
all; and it had only been of late that he, 
to his misery and despair, had wished for 
other things. 

But a few weeks ago, while hoeing the 
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sloping banks of the Kidaka, he had hap¬ 
pened, by chance, to enter the gardens of 
Daikoku ; there, leaning upon his tool, he 
had caught sight of the wondrous beauty 
of Sosanoo, as with light step, her little 
white-stockinged feet going trip, trip, over 
the straw mats, the delicate pink of her 
cheeks rivalling the cherry blossoms 
around, she hung, with marvellous dex¬ 
terity, the many-hued paper lanterns 
among the branches, and prepared, with 
joyous heart, the gardens for the coming 
lete. 

The heart of Momotaro rose in his 
throat, and then sank again, only to 
smoulder away like an incense stick at 
the feet of Sosanoo. 

Where were the rules of the monastery 
now ? Forgotten—gone—like a summer 
wind among the mangroves. His vows of 
silence mattered little, and dropping his 
ugly clumsy hoe on the river bank, he 
sped swiftly towards the busy girl, till, 
with flushed cheeks and trembling breath, 
he bowed his golden head and said falter- 
ingly: 

“ Ohio gozarimasu ” (good morning). 

Sosanoo looked up 
from her task, and 
recognising one of 
the sacred monks, 
for whose attentions 
she had long sighed 
in vain, turned with 
a ready, seductive 
smile and bade him 
welcome. 

But the soft voice 
of the girl recalled 
his wandering senses, 
and turning abruptly 
from her, he quickly 
regained the river 
bank and resumed 
his work, steadfastly 
keeping his eyes on 
the ground. 

Two nights later 
saw Momotaro back 
once more in the tea- 
gardens, wandering 
in glorious silence, 
side by side with 
Sosanoo, beneath 
the lantern-hung 
groves of cherry 
blossom. 

“ Why were you 
not here last even- 
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ing?” she said softly. “ I waited for you 
till sunrise.'' 

Momotaro hung his head. “I was 
afraid,” he answered. 

“ Afraid of what ? " and her great eyes 
beamed upon him till he was almost beside 
himself. 

“ Of you,” lie cried, falling on his knees, 
and seizing her tiny hands; “ of your 

marvellous beauty and awful power; of 
your sunny laugh, which rings in my ears 
through the grim silence of the monastery; 
of the dainty trip of your feet, which inter¬ 
mingles all day with the clumsy flip-flap 
of the sandals of my fellow bonzes till I 
am almost frantic, and could fling aside 
my work, plunge through the monastery 
boundary and reach your presence in the 
tea-garden.” 

Sosanoo listened, bewildered. She was 
used to love, it is true, but not love such 
as this, so evidently wrung front the 
utterer’s heart, and against his will. 

For the first time in her life she was at 
a loss for a reply, and breaking from his 
side, entered her chamber, to reappear no 
more that night. 

This scene was re- 
peated again and 
again. Nightly Mo- 
motaro slipped 
quietly away trom 
the unconscious 
monks, and visited 
the home of Sosanod, 
till the girl, utterly 
against. her will— for 
love, she felt, was a 
thing to be played 
with, not dealt with 
in real earnest—gave 
her heart into the 
keeping of the 
young bonze, and 
vowed eternal faith¬ 
fulness. For weeks 
the lovers were 
entirely happy; then 
a change came over 
Momotaro, and So¬ 
sanoo noticed, with 
fearful heart, the 
gradual coolness of 
his words and de¬ 
creased ardour of 
his embrace. For 
days she endured 
this in silence, 
noting the increased 
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diffidence every day, and wondering at its 
cause. 

At last she could endure it no longer, 
and prayed her lover to explain his altered 
conduct. 

With blushing cheeks, but firm words, 
Momotaro told her how, as the days 
passed, lie found the love of a woman 
and the hours spent in her society in no¬ 
wise equalling the happiness obtained 
within the grey, silent walls of the Kida- 
kain monastery. “ He had not,” he said, 

“ meant to tell her so at once; but, gradu¬ 
ally lessening his love, to open her eyes to 
the fact, and, he hoped, lessen her love 
lor him. As she had sought to know the 
i eason herself it was well she should know 
this was his last visit to the tea-gardens 
of Daikoku, and from henceforth his love 
was to be given wholly to his sacred 
home.” 

Sosanoo stood as one transfixed, htr 
eyes gazing vacantly into space, but in a 
moment this was changed, the true 
character of the Japanese girl, which had 
slumbered during the influence of Momo- 
taro’s love, awoke suddenly to life; all the 
hatred and cunning in her nature rose to 
the surface, and in a low voice, hoarse 
■with suppressed hate, and bosom heaving 
with fury, she pointed, with uplifted finger, 
to the distant monastery as she cried : 

“ Go; return to your life of slavery. 
But remember, Sosanoo's love is not to 
be trifled with ; and when next you be¬ 
hold the daughter of Daikoku her revenge 
will be ready for its fulfilment.” 

Thrilled by her words, but utterly un¬ 
believing of the danger, Momotaro gladly 
re-entered the sacred walls, thanking the 
.gods for his escape from the clutches of 
the world. 

Meanwhile, Sosanoo, her heart bursting 
with anger, fled from the presence of the 
pleasure-seekers and the brilliant illumina¬ 
tions of her father’s home, into the dark¬ 
ness of the night, right into the great and 
awful presence of the goddess Zudo, the 
holder of the sword of vengeance. 

Here, her very anger, keeping back her 
fear, she begged the goddess to grant that 
the love of Momotaro might return to her, 
or, that this being impossible, a terrible 
vengeance might be granted her, with 
which to punish her unfaithful lover. 

But to her dismay, her request was ut¬ 
terly refused, and she left the presence 
of the goddess filled with threefold hate 
against the unconscious Momotaro. 


Baffled in her first attempt, she had 
yet another to fall back upon : recalling 
to her mind the great power possessed by 
her now dead mother, in the arts of magic 
and sorcery, and remembering through 
whose aid it was gained, she determined 
to give up all thoughts of the gay society 
and merry laughter of the tea-gardens, 
and devote her life to the black arts, in 
order to revenge herself utterly upon the 
absent monk. 

With this end in view, she hastened to 



the dwelling of the ancient Kampira,*' 10 
had been the only teacher of her mother, 
and whose skill was marvellous to behold. 

Thus the beautiful and gifted Sosanoo 
disappeared from the tea-gardens of Dai 
koku, and the youth of japan, missing 
her gay smile and ready answers, found 
their tea and sake lose their charm ; the 
cherry groves lost their colour and per¬ 
fume, the rivulets became silent in their 
way over the stones, the many-hued lan¬ 
terns and cages of dazzling fireflies hung 
no more from the branches, the long po( es - 
strung with gay ribbons and tinkling 
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bells, waved in the breeze no longer, 
and the fame of the tea-gardens of Dai- 
koku, became lost or forgotten ; while the 
gondolas, sailing peacefully on the bosom 
of the river, passed the once-famous plea¬ 
sure grounds, as they did the grim monas¬ 
tery, without once slackening their speed. 

Meanwhile Sosanoo, utterly forgetting 
all else save her revenge, was making 
rapid strides in the black arts; already 
she almost equalled in power her long 
dead mother ; but that was insufficient for 
her, and the unconscious Momotaro passed 
many years in peaceful ignorance, while 
the heart of Sosanoo was preparing for 
the final scene. 

At last she felt herself perfect in her 
art; and, one night, while the inmates 
of the monastery slept in innocence, she 
sallied forth from the dwelling of her 
dreaded mistress, Kampira, and wended 
her way to her former home 

Horrified at the scene of desolation 
which greeted her on every side, her fury 
reached its height, and, exerting her 
powers, she drew from his quiet slumber 


the wondering Momotaro, who found him¬ 
self—he knew not why—wandering abroad 
in the dead of night. 

Unconsciously his feet trod the old 
paths, and he found himself once more 
beneath the cherry trees, now radiant 
with bloom. The scene of his love story 
was long since forgotten, and when he be¬ 
held coming towards him Sosanoo. beauti¬ 
ful as ever; he remembered her not, but 
imagined her some exquisite vision of the 
night. 

“ Momotaro,” she said softly, noting 
his changed looks and grey hair, “ Momo¬ 
taro, do you not love me ? See, I wait 
for you as of old.” 

But in the eyes of the monk there was 
no recognition. “Who are you?” he 
said wonderingly. 

“ What ! you remember me not ? I, 
whom you have held clasped tightly in 
your arms—I, whom all Japan worship — 
who gave you all my love, held so grudg¬ 
ingly from the hearts of every prince. 
Then, indeed, have my years of toil not 
been in vain —my revenge is come.” 
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.Then, in soft, bewitching voice, she 
recalled to the monk’s mind the scenes 
enacted long since, and Momotaro, 
remembering, praised the well-kept beauty 
of his past love and turned to go. But 
the voice of Sosanoo held him enthralled. 

“ Did I not vow,” she cried, “ that the 
love of the Japanese maiden should not 
be trifled with ? Your doom is sealed, 
Momotaro the monk ; but you shall die 
well,” she said, with a delighted laugh. 
“ A portion of your beloved monastery 
shall keep you company.” 

As she spoke there came to the ears of 
the terrified man the clanging of the 
monastery bell; louder and louder it be¬ 
came ; harsh and triumphant in its 
clamour. There was a sound of distant 
banging, a parting of the trees, and into 
sight came the 
enormous bell, 
its tongue 
clanging in 
agony. One 


cry 


command from 
the girl, a huge 
leap on the part 
of the bell, and 
a moment later 
the monk was 
hidden in its 
cavity, and the 
tongue was 
silent. 

Then arose 
on the mid¬ 
night air the 
terrified cries of 
Momotaro, as 
lie strove to 
break from his 
cage in vain. 
His appeals for 
mercy to his 
tormentor 
were heartrend- 


was yet in¬ 
complete. The 


form of Sasanoo was undergoing rapid 
changes, and at last, slimy and terrible, 
there crept from the gown of what was 
once a beautiful girl a huge serpent, 
which, winding itself slowly around the 
bell, crushed with its terrible body the 
iron sides. The cries within grew fainter 
and fainter till they ceased altogether, 
and serpent, bell and priest within became 
one great shapeless mass lying crushed 
and motionless beneath the falling petals 
of the pink-tipped blossoms. 

Next morning the unsightly shape had 
vanished and all was as of old, save that 
the place of Momotaro was empty, and the 
bell swung from its beam no longer. And 
the monks, connecting the two facts to 
gether, said in mysterious whispers: “Our 
brother was so holy; see, he has been 
taken to the 
gods, and evtn 
our bell has 
vanished,mean¬ 
ing us not to 
toll in sorrow 
for him. Let us 
be gay, then, 
and weep not.’’ 

So the place 
of the bell re¬ 
mains empty 
and swings no 
more over the 
waters of the 
Kidaka; and 

thepeople,won¬ 
dering, call it 
the“ Monastery 
of the Silent 
Ones,’’ and the 
youth of Japan 
have long since 
forgotten that 
those beautiful 
deserted cherry 
groves at which 
they marvel, 
once surround¬ 
ed the far-lamed 
tea gardens cf 
Daikoku. 
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CHAPTER I. 

so sorry, Liddy, that this 
1 miserable headache of yours will 
■ * prevent your accompanying me; 

but don't you think, dear, that the excite¬ 
ment of the evening might act as an anti¬ 
dote to those nasty throbs ? ” 

“ No, Jack, much as 1 should like to 
accompany you, were I well, I must ask 
you to excuse me; you men don’t know 
what torture this migraine —or headache, 
as you prefer to call it—causes us women. 
I should be the very incarnation of misery 
in the midst of the music and excitement 
to-night; and besides, dear, you know that 
I am not so awfully taken with those ultra- 
scientific people up in the Grange Road.” 

“ Ah ! la migraine, that most inexplica¬ 
ble and mysterious of feminine ailments; 
woman's monopoly and ailment par excel¬ 
lence. Well, I shall be rather late, so do 
not sit up for me.” 

“ No; I shall retire very soon after you 
have gone. To-morrow morning I shall 
expect you to tell me all the news and the 
details of this reunion of magi and scientific 
geniuses." 

Jack Danver had led his young wife to 
the hymeneal altar about two years prior 
to the date of the above conversation. 
When he married her, Lydia Burnley was 
scarcely twenty, whilst he was almost as 
many years her senior. He wedded her 
almost from the schoolroom, and after a 
short honeymoon spent on the Continent, 
took her to one of the few remaining old- 
fashioned houses on the outskirts of 
Regent’s Park. To a certain extent, 
this marriage was a mesalliance; for, 
apart from the difference in age, Jack 
Danver had lived, and married Lydia 
Burnley—who was yearning for the as 
yet untasted joys of life and society— 
with the view of settling down to a life 
of quietude and study. She was to look 
after his house and to nurse him, should 
he fall ill; whilst he was to be left to his 


literary work and to the pursuit of his 
scientific studies. The selfishness of the 
course he had marked out never occurred 
to him ; he loved his wife, in his own pecu¬ 
liar way, and supplied her with the means 
necessary for the indulgence of her own 
whims and fancies—and what more could 
a wife desire ? When still an infant, Lydia 
Burnley had lost her mother, and with the 
exception of the few years spent at a board¬ 
ing-school in Brighton, had passed most 
of her young life with her father. He was 
a devot of the old school; training his 
children on principles that were almost 
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Puritanical in their 
strictness, for he had 
an almost absolute 
abhorrence of the 
fin de sieclc young 
lady. Consequently 
Lydia had not lived: 
and more to escape 
from the convent¬ 
like monotony of her 
parent’s dull old 
house in Kensington 
than from love, had 
married Jack Dan- 
ver. 

He allowed his 
young wife to go to 
the theatres, and to 
attend a few dances 
in the season, cha¬ 
peroned by her mar¬ 
ried sister; he had 
even, once or twice, 
condescended to ac¬ 
company her to a 
ball. She 
pretty little woman, 
with an abundance 
of golden hair ar¬ 
ranged a la Grecque, 
a style which suited 
her admirably, har¬ 
monising, as it did, 
with the classic out¬ 
line of her features 
Jack Dan ver had no¬ 
ticed the admiration 
she evoked from the men who were her 
partners in the dance, and that one in par¬ 
ticular—a Mr. Wilfrid Percival—was un¬ 
tiring in his attention. This gentleman 
had been a college chum of Mr. Leighton, 
the husband of his wife’s sister, and Lydia 
appearing to be interested in his amusing, 
and sometimes cynical conversation, her 
husband had occasionally invited him to 
dinner on a Sunday ; so that he was now 
regarded almost as Vami de la ma-son. 

CHAPThR II. 

l v a handsomely-decorated salon, in one 
of the houses in the vicinity of Hamp¬ 
stead, a reunion is being held. There are 
from twenty to thirty persons assembled, 
all, apparently, of a highly intellectual 
type. It is a gathering of ladies and gen¬ 
tlemen interested in the pursuit of supra- 
mund rne studies; they meet at certain 
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intervals to discuss 
psychological and 
psychical theories, 
arid to investigate 
the attendant phe¬ 
nomena. The host, 
Dr. Twyle, has just 
announced that he 
is expecting a most 
interesting visitor, a 
certain Herr Wie- 
senburg, from Ber¬ 
lin, who will favour 
them with some 
highly interesting 
and startling expe¬ 
riments in the 
higher phases of 
hypnotism. He will 
be attended by his 
niece, who will act 
as subject. The ani¬ 
mated buzz of con¬ 
versation caused by 
this announcement 
is still in full swing, 
when the door opens 
and Herr Wiesen- 
burg and Miss 
Chadley are an¬ 
nounced. 

Herr Wiesenburg 
is a tall and remark- 
ably handsome 
man ; in his coun¬ 
tenance and figure- 
the characteristics 
of the Teuton predominate; whereas his- 
niece, a tall and graceful girl—but appa¬ 
rently of a highly delicate and sensitive 
nature—is unmistakably of English origin. 

Herr Wiesenburg is at once surrounded 
by a group of interested inquirers, foremost 
amongst whom is Jack Danver. 

“ No, sir. I am a thorough materialist, 
and am incorrigibly sceptical with respect 
to all so-called phenomena of a transcen¬ 
dental nature.” 

“But allow me, Mr. Danver. you be¬ 
lieve in hypnotism, I presume ? ” 

“ Yes, Herr Wiesenburg, certainly I do; 
there is not a scientist nowadays who 
would think of doubting it; but hypno¬ 
tism—I mean the hypnotism of the Nancy 
school—is quite opposed to transcenden¬ 
talism and to psychical science generally ” 
“ That may be so, but, believe me, 
hypnotism is but the stepping-stone to- 
science of a far higher and more sublime: 
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nature, in which the spiritual element is 
so forcibly evident that scepticism, even 
the most hardened, must, and will, be 
overthrown. I will show you an experi¬ 
ment this evening in the higher phase of 
hypnotism, a phase known under the 
name of Statuvolence. The experiment is 
partly of an objective and partly of a sub¬ 
jective nature, but the results are indis¬ 
putable. My niece, Miss Chadley, is of a 
hyper-sensitive nature; I will throw her 
into a condition of catalepsy, and after¬ 
wards plunge her into a sleep so deep, 
that apparently, for the time being, ani¬ 
mation and life of a physical character 
will be suspended; in its stead, hyper-ex¬ 
citability of the senses will supervene, and 
the remarkable phenomena of statuvolence 
will be manifested.” 

The experiment has already begun; 
Herr Wiesenburg has brought his niece 
into the cataleptic state; he is now em¬ 
ploying suggestion, combined with somatic 
means, and gradually plunging his subject 
into a sleep, of which lethargy is but a 
preliminary stage. The sleep is getting 
more profound; respiration becomes fainter 
and fainter; the temperature of the body 
is gradually being lowered, and one would 
almost think that life is slowly ebbing; it 
would be necessary to use the paradoxical 
expression, a living corpse, to describe 
the death-like appearance of the subject. 
She might be taken for a corpse, but that 
rigor mortis is not present, and that the 
eyes, although gazing into vacancy, have 
not the characteristic look of death. 

“ Now, ladies and gentlemen, I have 
succeeded in bringing my niece to a state 
in which the soul enjoys a state of freedom 
from the body unknown in the normal 
condition. The Psyche is able temporarily 
to leave the Soma, the latter remaining in 
a condition of inanimation. There is a 
magnetic connection between the spirit 
and the body; and, should that be broken, 
the spirit would not be able to reanimate 
the body, and death would result. Con¬ 
sidering the extremely delicate and dang< r- 
ous nature of this experiment, I must 
enjoin absolute silence on your part while 
my niece remains in this state. Perhaps 
one of the gentlemen would like to know 
what is, at this moment, taking place at 
his home; suppose you test the powers 
of the subject, Dr. Lee.” 

“ With pleasure, Herr Wiesenburg : I 
am naturally sceptical, but am, at the 


same time, open to conviction. What do 
you wish me to do ? ’’ 

“ You must, in the first instance, place 
yourself in communication with the sub¬ 
ject. Kindly step forward, grasp my niece’s 
hand, and concentrate your thoughts in¬ 
tently on the subject on which you desire 
information; then, partly mentally and 
partly vocally, direct her Psyche to your 



Dr. Lee acts as directed ; the face of the 
subject is expressionless, the head has 
fallen backwards, the body is perfectly 
limp and the limbs hang down helplessly. 
Now there is a slight movement of the lips, 
the subject emits a peculiar sound from the 
larynx, a little foam at the same time ga¬ 
thering on her lips. At last—but almost 
inaudibly—the excited and interested little 
group of spectators hear the words : 

“ I see a room, a room replete with 
every comfort, and a blazing fire. At a 
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large table, in the centre, a middle-aged 
lady is sitting, reading aloud from a book 
which she holds in her hand. At her feet 
sits a child — a golden-haired blue-eyed 
little girl—with wide-open eyes and lis¬ 
tening ears. Now, the door opens—and 
a servant enters; the lady lays the book 
on the table, lifts the little girl in her arms, 
kisses her tenderly, and gives her to the 
servant. I can now see the name of the 
book; it is “ D’Aulnoy’s Fairy Tales.” 
There is something written on the title- 
page, but it is very indistinct.” 

“Try and read it,” Herr Wiesenburg 
interrupts. 


“ It is only natural, Mr. Danver, that 
you should be sceptical; proceed as 
Dr. Lee did, and I have little doubt that 
your scepticism will be removed ; perhaps 
even contre coeur.” 

Once more the experiment is tried. 
Jack Danver holds the subject’s hand; 
her eyelids quiver ; slowly but distinctly 
the following words are uttered : “ I see — 
a large room, handsomely furnished—a 
drawing or reception room. Seated at a 
grand piano, I can see a woman, slim, 
with very fair hair ; she ’s not playing, 
although a copy of Beethoven’s “ Sonate 
Pathdtique ” is open before her. Standing 



“ It is very indistinct,” continues the 
girl: “ To my—dear litth — Ivy,—on her — 
sixth—birthday —from — Papa .’ ’ 

“ Are you satisfied, Dr. Lee ? ” 

“ Wonderful, wonderful 1 it is perfectly 
correct. It is my little girl’s birthday, and 
I gave her the fairy tales this morning. 
You are a magician, Herr Wiesenburg.” 

“ Would any other gentleman like to 
try before I arouse my subject ? ” 

“ Yes, Herr Wiesenburg, I should,” 
says Jack Danver, stepping forward. “ I 
am sorry, but I am not convinced ; I can¬ 
not believe it. I should like to test the 
subject myself.” 


behind her is a tall and handsome man 
with dark, wavy hair and a small dark 
moustache. His left hand is clasped in 
hers, whilst with his right he smooths and 
fondles her hair.” 

“ What — what more do you see ? ” 
murmurs a voice hoarse and almost in¬ 
audible. 

“ Nothing more. Ah ! yes, he bends 
down and kisses her, and-” 

“ Enough! I will hear no more,” and, with 
a face ghastly pale, Jack Danver moves 
with uncertain steps towards his host. 

“ Dr. Twyle, kindly excuse me. I must 
leave immediately; I—I feel unwell.” 
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Jack Danver's mind has become an 
absolute blank ; the shock has completely 
numbed him. Instinct leads him home. 
When he reaches his house, he quietly 
applies his latchkey ; the sight of a gentle¬ 
man's hat and coat—not his own—recalls 
him to his position. Quietly ascending to 
the first floor, lie flings open the door and, 
entering the drawing-room, stands face to 
face with his wife and Mr. Percival. 
Excitement bereaves him of the power of 
speech. He stands for a moment in the 
doorway, gazing with a look of withering 
scorn and contempt at the couple, then, 
turning upon his heel, totters to his study. 
Flinging himself on a lounge, Jack Danver 
sobs as only a man in acute mental pain 
can sob. He sheds bitter, scalding tears 
— tears wrung from the heart of a man in 
extreme anguish. He feels that, although 
he may have been selfish in occupying 
himself almost exclusively with his studies, 
and has, so far, neglected his wife, yet he 
has denied her nothing—has treated her 
with the utmost kindness. Now she has 
betrayed his trust and ruined his life—his 


future happiness. Jack 
Danver forgets the soli¬ 
tude and emptiness of 
his young wife’s life; 
forgets that a woman's 
heart yearns for affec¬ 
tion, and cannot be 
starved of love; forgets 
that he has left her in 
almost daily commune 
with the tempter. 

Jack Danver spends 
the night locked in his 
study, and not till the 
sky has passed through 
all the gradations of 
delicate tints that 
lierald the break of day 
does sleep come to his 
assistance, when, for a 
few brief hours, his 
tortured soul finds rest. 

At the breakfast- 
table husband and wife 
meet for the first time 
since the contretemps of 
the previous night. 
Jack's face is white and 
naggard, and his ex¬ 
pression is stern ; not 
a word is spoken during 
the meal. 

Breakfast over, Jack rises and is about 
to leave the room, when his wife comes 
towards him with outstretched hands. 

Jack recoils one step and glances with 
a face hard as steel at her slender but 
exquisitely-proportioned figure, which is 
displayed to great advantage in a morning 
gown of soft, clinging material. 

“Jack,” she begins piteously, “can 
you forgive my little indiscretion of yes¬ 
terday ? Oh, do not look like that at me, 
but say one little word of forgiveness.” 

Jack Danver waits with cold courtesy 
till his wife has ceased speaking, and then 
moves towards the door. 

“ Jack ! ” she cries, laying her hand on 
his sleeve. But he recoils from her 
touch. “ Jack, have pity on me ; at least 
let me explain. Oh, think of our life, 
if-” 

Our life, so far as our united life is con¬ 
cerned, has come to an end, let me assure 
you, and is not likely ever to be resumed.” 

“ When you have a few minutes to 
spare, will you come downstairs. I—1 
want to speak to you so much.” 
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But Jack's manner grows colder and 
colder. “ No,” he says with decision. 

“ Are you too busy to spare me five 
minutes now ? ” she asks piteously. 

“ I am,” replies Jack, in a tone so un¬ 
mistakably stern and decisive that his 
young wife shrinks back. 

No sooner has Jack left the room than 
Liddy creeps noiselessly to her bed-room 
and, flinging herself face downwards on 
the bed, lies there tearless, despairing. 
Many hours have passed, and still that 
youthful form, its face white, tearless, 
immovable, as though carved in stone, the 
golden hair disordered, remains prostrate 
on the coverlet. 

Poor Liddy, her short married life had 
not been one of joy. Jack had loved her, 
in his own way, and had trusted her 
implicitly; further, his affection for his 
little wife had grown day by day, and 
might have ended in devotion. But he 
had been very, very selfish ; he had buried 


himself in his books, in his sanctum 
sanctorum , leaving her to spend her time 
alone, a slave to ennui. Liddy had borne 
this life contentedly for some time when 
Fate threw a handsome and not over- 
scrupulous young fellow in her way, and 
she did what ninety-nine women out of a 
hundred would have done—succumbed to 
the fascinating charms of flirtation, harm¬ 
less for a girl, but dangerous for a wife. 


The days roll slowly on ; they continue 
to live together, but as strangers. A wide 
gulf of separation lies between husband 
and wife, and, save in a very ceremonious 
way before the servants, they rarely 
exchange a syllable. 

Liddy would not have believed that her 
husband could be so hard She seems to 
have lost all his love and sympathy, and 
yet she was innocent of sin. 
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It is a glorious summer evening, and, 
dinner is just over. Liddy sits reading in 
their pretty little drawing-room. The 
French windows are flung open, and the 
sweet scent of many flowers fills the 
room. The sun is setting in gold and 
crimson splendour, 
casting its mellow 
light on Liddy, who, 
in her attitude of 
restful abandon, looks 
more than usually 
bewitching. 

Jack Danver, 
standing at the open 
window, presently 
finds his wife at his 
side. Her face is 
deadly pale, but in 
her eyes shines a 
steady light. 

“ Jack! ” she cries 
vehemently, “ I can¬ 
not endure this life; 
the coldness, the bit¬ 
terness of it is killing 
me. Despise me if 
you will; but I love 
you now, I love 
you-” 

For a moment the 
cold, hard look fades 
from Jack's face, and 
a gleam of hope 
comes in its stead, 
but only for a mo¬ 
ment; then he grows 
haggard and stern.” 

“ Go,” he says in 
a choking voice; “ do liddy sinks c 

not coma near me.” 

Liddy sinks on her knees, looking up 
at him in blank despair. “Oh, Jack!” 
she cries softly, grasping his hand. “ Oh, 
do not be so hard ; say one word, for I am 
innocent.” 


“ Back ! ’’ he cries shaking himself free 
of her. “ Don’t touch me ; remain where 
you are.” 

The tears stream down Liddy’s cheeks 
as she kneels before him with piteous, 
upturned face. Jack, by all I hold most 
sacred, I swear that 
I am innocent. Oh, 
Jack, forgive me, for 
I have not really 
wronged you by 
word or deed. It was 
an indiscretion — a 
momentary infatua¬ 
tion—no more, be¬ 
lieve me.” 

And Jack, regard¬ 
ing her upturned 
face, sees truth and 
innocence depicted 
in her eyes. 

“Liddy,” he cries 
in broken tones, his 
eyes filling with 
tears, and taking 
her hands in his, 
“ think well of what 
you say. Is this true 
—was it but a tem¬ 
porary infatuation ? 
Oh, child, do not 
deceive me.” 

For a few mo¬ 
ments he remains 
in doubt; his brain 
is bewildered, but 
soon a human heart 
is throbbing next his 
own. Pressing the 
i her knees slender figure to his 

breast, he whispers 
in a broken and almost inaudible voice : 
“ Liddy, my darling, it is for you to for¬ 
give me, for I fear I have been a very 
cruel, selfish and wooden-headed old 
fellow.” 


